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EDITORIAL
n late winter, a sm all baby (4 lb.
4 oz.) was born in my home. My
brother and his new wife came to
Portland, on return from a sojourn
in Panama, to have their child in a
city noted for its home birthing
facilities. Some two weeks before
the due date, we were awakened

I

^A/elcome back Northwest Artists
Workshop. After months without a
home base, a new show curated by

by an excited shout, “ The waters
have broken. ” Labor commenced
immediately, and later that day I
was summoned from work, to ar
rive ju s t moments after Amanda’s
emergence from the womb. In the
euphoria, there was little room for
concern about anything happen
ing beyond that room.
A brand-new baby in the house
makes the future loom large. It
turned out that she loves music,
loves to dance, and as she grew,
ounce at a time, we considered
her chances of dancing on her
own.
A t the moment, the road looks
rocky, but hopeful. For in the face
of o fficial madness, the resource
fulness of Americans who care
about the future is emerging.
Despite years of steady buildup,
the nuclear issue had been on the
back burner since the early 1960s,
until the Reagan troops trotted
out the concept of a winable nu
clear war. With that in the air, and
most of Europe hastily m obilizing
against the dire possibility, a
group of local doctors brought
the issue home to us. In publiciz
ing their upcoming conference,
the Portland P hysicians fo r
Nuclear Responsibility created a
poster “ Ground Zero: Portland,”
which documents the potential
effect of a nuclear drop at the
center of our city. Radiating cir
cles described zones of destruc
tion caused by the in itia l im pact
of such a bombing.
Several weeks after her birth,
we planted a sm all flowering
shrub in the side yard with Aman
da’s placenta at its base, Laotian
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style. It lies well within the first
circle of total destruction. Indeed
everything in the urban core
would be demolished, and we an
nihilated along with it. Seems un
reasonable. Extraordinary. Un
imaginable.
Yet we have learned to live with
this potential, to “ love the bomb,"
because it was happening all
around us, even despite us. And
the elected representatives of
this civilized nation have voted
appropriations to escalate an
arms race long beyond overkill,
year after year. The unimaginable
has been normalized.
The good doctors have pointed
the way. I t ’s clearly time to bow
out of this insanity, to declare, as
much of Europe has already done,
our state and region a nuclearfree zone. And then we must work
to make that a reality. Some indi
viduals w ill choose to write to our
elected officials; others to seek
p o litica l office with that concern
first and foremost; yet others w ill
demonstrate, practice tax resis
tance and civil disobedience. But
whatever the path, the important
choice is making oneself heard,
making sure such decisions are
not made with your acquiescence.
We're happy to be back with
you this spring, the start of our
fourth year in print. We’d like to
remind you that our advertisers,
here in record numbers, most of
which are sm all businesses,
make this venture possible. If you
appreciate the CSQ, let them
know. Better yet, support them.
Have a good read.
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STOREFRONT PLAYS 4 NIGHTS A WEEK WITH TWO
NORTHWEST PREMIERS BY INTERNATIONALLY FAMOUS PLAYWRIGHTS
TRUE WEST, by Sam Shepard, is the latest work by this Pulitzer Prize winning
playwright and continues his exploration of the promises and contradictions of the American
Dream. The action centers on two brothers who meet accidentally in Mom's suburban Los
Angeles kitchen while she is on vacation in Alaska. The resulting battle of opposing forces is a
major comic encounter on the landscape of kitchen.
TRUE WEST opens March 19th and plays Thursdays and Fridays at 8:00 through May 14th.
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THE REMOVALISTS is written by Australia's most successful stage and screenwriter,
David Williamson. During the last decade he has produced twelve plays and eleven screenplays.
GALLIPOLI is his most recent cinematic achievement. Brilliantly crafted, the play moves
swiftly from black comedy to absurdism to the deadly serious.
THE REMOVALISTS opens April 3rd and plays Saturday evenings at 8:00 and Sundays at
7 : 0 0 through the 16th of May.
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CSO: So monies for that first elec
tion came from what sources?
Rust: A lot of tree-planting money
. . . it was mostly small money, $10
and $20 bills, although in the end we
outspent each of our opponents.
There was a lot of excitement, a feel
ing of “ Let’s do something different,”
an alternative to Republican and
Democrat tired-old-politics.
CSQ: You’ve been commissioner
now for five years. Lane County has
the state's second-largest metro pop
ulation, so you have had a chance to
cope with a lot of those problems.
What kinds of things have you faced?
Rust: I think that first we have to
recognize that fiscal management is a
front-burner issue. You’ve got to have
a balanced budget, you’ve got to have
a long-range fiscal plan, you’ve got to
be moving towards reduction of ex
penditures wherever possible. Forexample, we’ve reduced our gasoline
consumption by 25 percent in the last
two years. We’ve cut back without
hurting essential county services.
When we’ve cut positions, we have
had active programs for trying to
bring these people into other open
ings. For the most part we’ve been
successful.
I also want to mention land-use
planning. We’ve had a lot of factionalization on this issue, a lot of contro
versy, but let me just say that I think
about 95 percent of the problems are
behind us. We’ve made peace with
most land owners, we’ve zoned and
planned the county fairly, we’re look
ing for a final date with LCDC some
time this summer to get our compre
hensive plans finally adopted. I think
land-use planning is working.
However, I think that we need to pro
vide a little more flexibility at the local
level, we need to work a little more.

CANDIDATE JERRY RUST IN HIS EUGENE OFFICE.

by David Milholland

RUST NEVER
SLEEPS
An interview with Gubernatorial
candidate Jerry Rust
erry Rust, currently serving his second term as Lane County Commissioner, is running in the hotly contested Democratic primary
race for Oregon’s governor. A founder of the Eugene-based tree-planting
cooperative, the Hoedads, his five-year tenure as commissioner has
been provocative and controversial, as he’s brought new-age politics into
the county courthouse.

if I could characterize w h a t I’m
going to be talkin g about in this
S GOIOQ to OG 0G3CG
and solar energy. Solar is th e
technology o f peace, nuclear
energy is th e technology o f w ar,
and w e ’ve gone dow n th a t p ath
long enough.
■

CSO: Tell us how you got involved
with the Hoedads?
Rust: I came back from India fairly
alienated . . . Vietnam survivors
weren’t the only ones that were alien
ated at that time, and my growth and
experience in India has given me a
perspective. I changed my party to In
dependent, I met my wife Sidney, and
shortly after we had our first child, I
went to work in the woods planting
trees. After one year of that, working
for a contractor making $3 an hour, I
decided there must be a better way. If
you’re going to plant trees, why not
own a piece of the action and get the
profits too. We formed what has be
come one of the most successful
labor cooperatives in the country, and
that’s the Hoedads. We wanted it

4
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democratic from the start, we wanted
it worker-owned, we wanted the
wealth to be shared amongst the peo
ple on the basis of participation. It’s
become a multl-million-dollar corpor
ation and is still doing extremely well,
and has given birth to some seven
teen other labor cooperatives.
At the end of five years, I took a
look at the political situation in Lane
County. The Democrats and the
Republicans had both nominated two
tired-old-politics-as-usual people. I
went in as an Independent and got the
necessary signatures to get on the
ballot, split the vote. I think I won with
less than 40 percent of the vote. But
the important part was that I was
elected, and I stood for re-election,
and won re-election.

Rust in his Hoedad days.
positively with our cities and counties
to get these plans adopted.
As far as some other achieve
ments . . . I established the office of
appropriate technology . . . we have
re-established a farmers’ market . . . I
have fought long and hard for recycl
ing. There is a lot of resistance to that
concept. The old ways die slowly. But
I think we have made a lot of people
aware that there are alternatives.
CSQ: Have you worked on coalition
building in Lane County, and how
would you do so in a state leader
ship role?
Rust: I’ve made a promise to every
group that I’ve gone into, and that is
this: Let’s have a state network, and

Photographs courtesy Jerry Rust

we w ill stay together, after this pri
mary, win, lose or draw. If I am elected
governor, we will have that network in
place, (a) to keep me accountable;
and (b) because putting somebody in
to office is only 10 percent of the bat
tle .. . then comes the real fun. Most
of what I am advocating is going to
take years of struggle and legislative
battles. The special interests are go
ing to oppose most of my platform.
It’s not going to be easy. So I have
been into the senior community, the
veterans’ community, the small busi
ness community, solar and energy ac
tivists, recyclers, women’s groups
. . . these are some of. the areas that
I’ve been working with as I’ve tried to
set up this network statewide.
CSQ: I ’d like to go to what I think is
really the gut issue of this whole elec
tion. We’re in as tight a times as we’ve
seen. How can the State of Oregon
cope with this problem? It might be
with us for a while.
Rust: First of all, I think that the
high interest rates are going to be
with us for a while because of our
trillio n -d o lla r national debt. That
means that the government keeps
borrowing money, that means that
there is tight money, that means that
there are high interest rates. My pro
gram is to make Oregon insulated
from federal fiscal policies as much
as possible. We can create an inde
pendent kind of economy here in
Oregon that naturally is integrated
and relates to the rest of the national
economy, but that strikes off on its
own in very important ways.
I want to establish a state commer
cial bank. I want the pension funds,
the state accident insurance funds
and the local investment pool monies,
the state tax monies, not new tax
monies but the ones that are already
collected, I want those dollars to be
rounded up and directed back to the
communities in Oregon . . . our small
businesses, our small family farms,
our minority community, depressed
sectors of the economy.
Not only are we now investing our
own money out of the state, but the
private sector is ripping the capital
away by the millions; it’ll add up to
billions. It’s not only in the State of
Oregon, it’s the whole United States.
It’s losing its capital. Our manufac
turing base is moving out. I think the
public has a right to be involved in
directing that capital.
I want to say that the State of North
Dakota has had a state bank for 60
years; it’s been extremely effective,
saved a lot of small farms. It has re
turned a profit to the State of North
Dakota for every year except for four
in that 60-year span.
CSQ: Would the state bank be w ill
ing to lend to any business in the
state? Is Teledyne Wah Chang going
to get a loan from such a state bank?
Rust: All I’m saying is that we
ought to direct capital in line with
social policies. Naturally I’m talking
about solar energy, recycling proj
ects, renewable energy, bringing
Rodale out here and setting up a
Rodale West, for the Willamette
Valley. I’m talking about those kinds
of policies, because naturally that’s
where I want to see the capital go. But
you get on board the train and, by a
dem ocratic, decision-m aking pro
cess, you decide where it’s going to
go.
As far as new industry, I would like
us to be the renewable energy capital
of the United States. We have the po
tential, both human and in our natural
resources. The Alternative Energy
Development Commission, enacted
by the legislature in 1979, found that
we had almost four million kilowatts,
or 4,000.megawatts of energy; that’s
four Trojan’s worth, that could be im
mediately developed. This report has
been shelved by the Atiyeh Adminis
tration, and instead, we have contin
ued to go deeper into debt behind the
WPPSS fiasco. The sales of that
energy would be worth about a billion
dollars a year. We could export that,
on a short-term basis, out of the state.
CSQ: Well, what is this?
Rust: This is small hydro, without
damming up anymore wild and scenic
rivers, geothermal, methane, chips,
slash, wind, conservation and solar.
CSQ: A t the same time, however,
that the federal government has
(Continued on page 6)
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An interview with the candidate
For Portland City Council

J

oe Uris is running for position number two on the City Council, a

seat to which Mildred Schwab has been appointed once and elected
twice. This is Uris’s first try for public office but not his inauguration into
politics. Shortly after coming to Portland in 1958 to attend Reed College,
he became involved in the civil rights and peace movements. He was a

Joe Uris outside his Portland home.
highly visible anti-war activist during the '60s and was elected student
body president of Portland State University in 1966.
Since then he has received a Masters degree in Sociology and a doc
torate in Urban Studies from PSU. He has worked as a social worker, col
lege teacher and writer. “ I’ve always wanted to be a writer and I’ve always
been interested in politics — those two are constants in my life. I’m
interested in what I call the situation of human beings and the possibili
ties. I guess I’m asking for a politics of the possible in a period of time
when everybody’s talking about how anything good is im possible.”
CSQ: Why are you running for of
fice now?
Uris: Because American politics
are taking a turn to-everything I don’t
believe in. They have become more
and more plastic and electronic, less
sincere, more fascistic, less con
cerned about human beings and
human values, more angry and reject
ing of hope, and have turned toward
scapegoating. On the national and in
ternational level we’re starting to
blame everybody but ourselves for
our problems, and we’re going to be
making demands of our citizens that
they take responsibility for things
they can’t be responsible for. Blaming
the victims is not the answer to the
problems of poverty and crime and
sickness.
CSQ: Why is a City Council seat a
good place to launch a new political
program?
Uris: Anyplace is a good place to
launch it. That’s really the answer. I
believe, though, that for us to evolve a
new American system, which has to
be both democratic and concerned,
we have to establish it at the lowest
common denominator of the society.
In Portland, in Oregon, the lowest
common denominator, in terms of
meaningful politics, is city politics.
I’ve lived here, this is my home, and
this is the logical place for me to
begin. I’m not playing an ambitious
game, I don’t see myself as someone
who is going to be moving up through
the political process. There are some
central concerns that involve people
in the city, that are remediable in this
city. And they are tied to national and
international issues, and state issues,
and I want to make those ties clear,
but at the same time, I want to work
on the local level to deal with them. In

by Peggy Lindquist

that those who have the aggressive,
the creative, the intellectual and the
physical skills can really flourish.
What I see is that our system is
socialism for the rich, and capitalism
for the poor. If anything, it ought to be
the opposite.
CSQ: The story we are hearing now is
that there are not the resources for
that sort of system.
Uris: That’s nonsense. The fact of
the matter is that 5 percent of this
w orld’s population holds, depending
on whose figure you use, anywhere
from a third to a half of the world’s
resources. Either we’re going to share
on some level, or we’ll all probably go
down in flames. I don’t think that
there’s any problem with working out
rational solutions. It doesn’t mean a
curtailment of individual freedoms or
destruction of the motive of self
interest, which is, after all, part of
human nature. I think they all can co
exist. But there has to be some
humanity, some civility and just
generally, some more enlightened
concern for each other. You know,
this is a much more selfish time than
a few years ago. There are certain
economic forces that have compelled
people to that selfish view, but those
forces aren’t inevitable. It isn’t inevit
able, for example, that we all have to
go into n economic depression, that
we have to go to war. But I think that
unless sensible people start taking
political responsibility, it’s quite like
ly that's what’s going to happen.
CSQ: How would you change deci(Continued on next page)

I don’t want to do away with free
enterprise, destroy individual
initiative, end property rights, I
don’t want to destroy the family,
break up the home, I don’t want to
hurt the business community.
I guess I'm asking for a politics of
the possible in a period of time
when everybody’s talking about
how anything good is impossible.
the long term, I want to see a politics
and a social system that offers the
carrot without the stick. And I think
we can do that.
CSQ: What do you mean by that?
Uris: Well, in America we have be
come so dominated by the pressures
of our industrial and post-industrial
development, that we automatically
assume the only reason why people
will work for a living, the only reason
people will strive, is that they are
afraid of starving. That’s kind of the
bottom line of Reaganomics. I don’t
think that’s true. One of the main rea
sons why human beings do things is
because they get bored, because
they’re curious creatures and they
have ideas and ambitions they want
to carry out. I believe, in our society,
that we can afford a structure that
makes it possible for the least fortu
nate of us to survive at the same time
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Rust interview
bailed totally out of solar.
Rust: I understand that. And I’m
suggesting that we don’t need the
federal government anymore, to bring
this on, because the federal govern
ment isn’t going to help us anyway.
And, anyone who looks to the Bonne
ville Power Administration (BPA) for
an answer is barking up a tree.
We will establish a pool of power
that is separate from the Bonneville
nuclear debt, which is going to take
our energy costs just as high as any
in the country by the end of this
decade. I think it’s time to get out of

that. There’s no law requiring that.
You buy out and start anew. I’ve seen
light bulbs popping all over the state
when I’ve said this.
CSQ: Distinguish between yourself
and Mr. Kulongoski. Tell me your per
ception of who he is and who he
represents.
Rust: He’s been an active politician
in this state. He has close ties to or
ganized labor. He’s clearly not in favor
of the state bank. He has made a
statement that new PUDs are not the
issue, because it is now not public vs.
private; they’re all corrupt, and it’s
time the ratepayers got hostile to
their utilities. And I’m not totally un
sympathetic to that view, but I think

My program is to make Oregon
Insulated from federal fiscal
policies as much as possible. We
can create an independent kind of
economy here in Oregon that
naturally is integrated and relates
to the rest of the national
economy, but th at strikes o ff on
its own in very important ways.
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the way, because those dinosaurs are
going to fall anyway.
Just producing the energy is only
half the problem. The other half is
creating the manufacturing industry,
the computer industry, the photo
voltaics . . . we are going to have
photo-voltaics on everybody’s roof
within ten years. We’re going to have
them manufactured in Eugene and
Portland and Medford, and they’re go
ing to be installed by little energy cor
porations. We’re going to see a day
soon when we’re going to unplug
from the big utilities. I want to create
a Pacific Rim solar economy, renew
able economy. I want us all together
. . . Japan, China, Korea . . . in an in
tegrated solar economy. Instead of
exporting coal to Korea, so that it’s
going to rain on us, acid rain, as soon
as the wind comes our way, I think we
should be sending them solar tech
nology, and every home and business
in Korea could be totally outfitted.
And I’m convinced the barriers to
solar power are not technological.
They are financial and political. And
that’s where I think the State of
Oregon can step in here, invoke its
powers, and put the State of Oregon
in the power business, by loaning
monies through the 11-D initiative
that I helped sponsor this summer.
CSQ: 11-D has been around a long
time. Tell us about its history and how
you mean to apply it. (Ed. note: 11-D,
an amendment to the constitution,
empowers the State of Oregon to
raise and spend monies to develop
electric generating facilities.)
Rust: Well, it was put into the con
stitution, pre-Bonneville, by the farm
ers and grangers of this state, who
wanted the natural resources to be
developed for the benefit of the
public, and not for the private monop
olies. It was never implemented be
cause the monopolies control the
legislature, or have manipulated the
process. It’s lain dormant in our con
stitution for 50 years, though it’s just
as valid today as it was then.
Now for people who are in privately
served areas, I just have one question:
Do you think it’s right that PP&L,
which owns 10 percent of WPPSS 4
and 5, put that debt on the innocent
ratepayers of that service area, or do
you think the stockpayers ought to
eat that debt themselves? There’s on
ly one way to shed that debt, and that
is to form a new Public Utility District
(PUD) and let the stockholders have
the bad debt.
CSQ: In any buyout procedure,
however, that very cost is going to be
toted right on.
Rust: It simply is not part of the
ratepayers’ responsibility. The rate
payers can buy the transmission
lines, and whatever generating facility
they want, when they form their PUD.
They don’t have to buy a dry hole with
the deal. There’s no precedent for
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after you say, “ Let’s get hostile,” now
you say, “ Let’s get mobile; let’s talk
about where the answers lie.” And I
have taken a clear position with re
spect to public power.
CSQ: Tell us about your links to
labor.
Rust: First of all, let’s understand
where I’m coming out of. I’ve come
out of a cooperative movement. I
believe in worker-ownership wherever
feasible and practical and wherever
the workers want to do.it, wherever
they can raise the capital to go it. So
that’s my thrust.
But I have been very close to orga
nized labor. I have an extremely good
record where organized labor is con
cerned. Now, I’ve crossed them on a
couple of major items lately. One was
on the garbage burner, which orga
nized labor supported down the line,
and Kulongoski supported down the
line. I testified before him and his
committee that this was a dioxin
spewing mistake. But in general, I’ve
fought for the right of people to
organize. I consider myself a friend of
labor.
CSQ: Two or three words about our
current governor.
Rust: Status quo, lack of leader
ship, he’s out of touch with reality. He
has maintained that there is a light in
the tunnel, just like Reagan. He’s tied
to Reaganomics. He’s at the opposite
end of the political spectrum from
myself. I’ve met him personally and
he is a nice guy, but so what. I know a
lot of nice guys. I think he’s too tied to
the past. I don’t believe that he even
realizes the severity of this depres
sion we’re in in this state.
Now the proposed garbage-burning
plant here in Oregon City symbolizes
Governor Atiyeh’s energy policy. Here
a good idea, local government co
operating with industry to produce an
economic benefit, has been so
twisted that a serious health hazard
will be inflicted on the people of this
area, and a debt-ridden boondoggle
will be the likely result.
Unlike the WPPSS plants, we
haven’t spent any money yet, we
haven’t capitalized this venture. Now
when people realize that this is like
the WPPSS plants, this is a miniWPPSS in the making, financially it’s
a boondoggle, and it’s going to create
severe public health problems, not
only for this metropolitan area, but for
the rest of the state as well. The wind
blows down the Willamette Valley
often, and we’re all going to be
breathing this dioxin.
Yes, it will produce some electri
city. But at what cost? Would you
want to produce energy if you knew
you were going to harm future gener
ations and cause genetic mutations
because of the deadly poison that
would be spewed into the atmo
sphere? We don’t need power pro

duced in that fashion.
CSQ: The entire solid waste prob
lem is two or three years from being a
glaring disaster here. What other
solution do you have for solid waste
at this point?
Rust: I believe we need to have
waste management and waste reduc
tion programs. And this means not
only recycling and source separation,
but it means actually getting at the
packaging industry. The Oregon Bot
tle Bill had a great and pioneering ef
fect on reducing container kinds of
refuse. Similarly, we should be lim it
ing plastic containers, the other kinds
of containers which end up in our
landfills. Particularly plastic . . . plas
tic is the one that causes this dioxin,
as far as I can tell, and the other
problems.
One other thing. Atiyeh suggests
we will bring the defense industry, the
war industry, to Oregon, as one of the
ways that we’ll bail out this state. I’m
going to make this a big issue in this
campaign, because one of the things
that is wrecking the State of Oregon
and the entire country; in fact, the
whole world, is this arms race. This
trillion-dollar national debt didn’t get
there overnight. The reason it got
there is because of our military build
up, and the Reagan Administration’s
military buildup, and now Governor
Atiyeh wants us to cash in on our
quote fair share unquote of that mili
tary buildup. To me this is morally
wrong; it needs to be repudiated by
the people of this state.
He gave a press conference last
year bragging about sixteen new jobs
down in that air force base out of
Klamath Falls, which shows how des
perate our governor is for some PR.

Uris interview
sion making in the various parts of
city government?
Uris: Generally, I think we need a
City Council that’s elected by dis
tricts. Also, it’s absurd to put all your
cards in the hands of the mayor, who
can pull away and give bureaus at will.
Look at the incredible betrayals that
went down when Frank Ivancie
yanked the police bureau away from
Charles Jordan. And he did it for pure
ly political reasons, I think. That was a
very unfortunate thing, and we’re still
feeling the effects of it, particularly in
neighborhoods like Irvington and
Albina, where a lot of poor people are
suffering and see themselves as liv
ing in an occupied city.
Another example is the Portland
Development Commission. In the late
1950s, the PDC was created to deal
with urban blight. But whole ethnic
communities were destroyed. The
lifestyle, the traditions, the morality
of those communities were altered,
absolutely, irrevocably. Such projects
sometimes are necessary, but gener
ally, they’re not. In recent years PDC
has been more reluctant to enter into
such projects. Yet, we still see the
same kind of mistakes being made
when monies are available. Look at i
the Emanuel Hospital project. The
black community has been moved in
this town four or five times in its
history, constantly at the whim of the
power structure. And then, on top of
that, you have some projects which
are well intentioned, but really are not
responsive. For example, because
federal bucks were available, and be
cause Union Avenue is a blighted
area,, we created this project which
was supposed to humanize Union
Avenue. Well, anyone who lives
around here knows that what’s hap
pened is that the community has
been split in half by Union Avenue
now, much like Barbur Boulevard split
Lair Hill/Corbett. And it was simply a
project that, for all the improved com
munity input and so on, from the very
beginning was not really responsive
nor carefully analytical of the needs
of the community.
CSQ: How should that process
happen?,
Uris: You need a Portland Develop
ment Commission whose members
are elected, ideally by district, but cer
tainly by the city as a whole. So that
what we have now is a political pro
cess, where the mayor chooses his

Sixteen new jobs in the war industry,
and he holds a press conference. I say
hogwash.
CSQ: One more question. Do you
believe it ’s the role of the governor of
this state, ora candidate for governor,
to talk about international issues, be
they El Salvador, South Africa, or
whatever, and how do you stand on
any one of these?
Rust: I think if you look at what’s
happening to our national and our
state’s economy . . . we’re tied into
this national and international mili
tary picture. That is why we have this
balance of payments problem. That is
why we have high interest rates, and
so it’s not only affecting us as a po
tential nuclear disaster, a war, a holo
caust . . . it’s immediately affecting
our economy.
When the American people realize
that, and I think they are starting to
realize that, that it’s a guns-and-butter
type of issue, then we’re going to
have to put an end to this arms race. I
think it’s very appropriate for this sub
ject to be spoken to in this governor’s
campaign. I think what’s happening in
El Salvador is a tragedy in the making;
it’s another Vietnam in the making,
there’s no question about it; and like
John Donne said, anyone’s death dim
inishes me, because we’re all in
volved. We’ve got to recognize the
responsibility. I think the governor of
the state is in a key position with
respect to these issues. If I could
characterize what I’m going to be talk
ing about in this campaign, it’s going
to be peace and solar energy. They’re
just linked right together. Solar is the
technology of peace, nuclear energy
is the technology of war, and we’ve
gone down that path long enough. •

buddies or the people he owes things
to and they, in turn, owe things to
other business corporations. Instead,
what you need is people who owe
things to the public, that are beholden
to specific constituencies. I think that
would be a hell of an improvement.
Also, I think that you need to struc
ture into the use of Housing and Com
munity Development monies, still
stronger neighborhood and individual
processes so that the opportunities
of individuals to speak are properly
safeguarded. And that those funds
should be channeled into small and
diverse corporate development,
rather than hunting up corporations
like Wacker, which is a German cor
poration. In order to get Wacker, we
hurt a lot of locally based firms. I
think that what we need to do is have
as many small firms as we can. Now,
I’m not saying, for example, that we
should hurt the Port of Portland — I
think that would be stupid. I think
trade is a very healthy thing; we need
to encourage it. But we also need to
be aware of the indigenous, relatively
politically powerless small business
men, who take it on the chin every
time we make major decisions in
planning or in urban development.
Those people need to be protected
more thoroughly. And I think that if
you have elected officials, who are
beholden to the whole community,
you’re going to get a little more
protection.
CSQ: In the same vein, le t’s talk
about the police review process.
Uris: First of all, you don’t have any
real civilian review process in the city.
Right now, it’s being proposed and
there probably will be a very mild and
weak citizen review procedure of
police complaints. But I think that you
need a fully empowered, preferably
elected, body who oversees police be
havior and police activities. Police
policies set by the city council should
be much more strongly directive. The
police department should not be seen
as a para-military bureaucracy. I think
that’s nonsense. The police are funda
mentally people who are here to serve
the public, and they should be people
of the public; they should live in the
communities in which they are serv
ing. I don’t think it’s constitutional to
make them come out of Irvington if
they work there, but I think it is per
fectly legal to require all new, or
future, officers to come out of Port(Continued on next page)

land rather than out of the suburbs.
It’s important that we have respect for
the police, that they be fair and evenhanded, and that they particularly be
concerned with crimes in which there
are victims rather than crimes in
which there are no victims. In order
for that to happen, those policemen
have to be sensitive. Right now, Port
land police perceive Albina as a ter
rible area to work. “ I’ve talked with
those guys — they’re scared. They
say, “Those people over there” —
that’s their euphemism for black peo
ple — “Those people over there carry
guns. You don’t know what it’s like.
We find guns much more of the time.”
Then you look at the statistics and
you discover they find guns in Lents,
they find guns in Buckman — the fact
of the matter is, you’ve got a lot of
desperate people, and they’ve got
guns — it has nothing to do with their
color; it has to do with their poverty
and their desperation, and the macho
image that we present for people in
our society. But the police see it in
very racial terms. The police depart
ment has never really spent enough
hours in minority training for its offi
cers. So, inevitably, the police see
themselves as going into a danger
ous, enemy-infested area, the neigh
borhood sees the police as a con
quering army, and you get no cooper
ation, no hope, no help and no real
respect.
CSQ: The possum incident pre
sented an opportunity for something
to be worked out between the com
munity and the police. It was a crisis
situation, but the City Council could
have intervened and out of that could
have come better communication and
better understanding. What actually
happened was just the opposite —
largely due to Frank Ivancie. How
would you like to have seen that situ
ation handled?
Uris: First of all, I think the officers’
rights were not adequately protected.
Due process, the protection of the
law, has to be accorded to everybody:
policemen, community members,
whatever. And that kind of jeopar
dized the whole matter. Second of all,
I think that a lot of Portlanders really
are, they don’t mean to be perhaps,
but they are racist — they don’t
understand the feeling of black peo
ple. If you’re not born in the Southern
tradition that says a possum is a
warning from the Klan, then you don’t
understand its significance. It’s just
sort of a nasty joke to you. But it’s no
joke to those black people, not at all.
Also, there has to be a real under
standing of the frustrations the police
face. They see the Burger Barn, which
is a 24-hour restaurant, as a place
where bad guys hang out. Well now, a
24-hour restaurant serving a commu
nity which is relatively poor is going
to have some people in it that are not
going to be the most reputable people
on earth. What do you expect? But the
policemen, with so little training,
have no appreciation of that, no em
pathy for what’s going on.
The City Council should have, first
of all, immediately begun to under
take an investigation of the problem,
less in terms of what legal violations
had taken place, but rather, an at
tempt to ameliorate the anger of the
community. It would have been really
nice if the Chief of Police could have
said, “ We, as policemen, are ashamed
of what has happened. We want to
make sure that this doesn’t happen
again. We are going to make sure of
that in all sorts of ways.” And then,
outline some things. Those two offi
cers should have been severely repri
manded and should have been fined a
significant sum of money. They
should have been made to do a little
extra community work, instead of reg
ular policing, in that community — an
experience of a humbling sort, if you
will. And then I think it should have
been let go; I think the officers might
have learned a lesson; it could have
been dropped. But that would have
taken consistent leadership on the
part of the council. It would have
taken an end to the kind of bickering
that goes on in the council. Every
body’s always looking for a little poli
tical advantage on that council. And
consequently they aren’t looking, in
the long run, to the public good. If I
had been on the council at the time, I
would have insisted on a much more

thorough investigation of the police
department as a whole in terms of its
racism. I have heard citizen com
plaints that are incredible, many of
which, when I checked them out, ap
pear to be true. But a climate of hys
teria develops when the City’s elected
officials don’t take leadership in mak
ing people trust the police. If I were a
policeman today, after that incident,
I’d be more afraid to work in Albina,
because I’d know that people would
be even more angry at me, though no
black person in the city, I’m sure, was
surprised at what happened.
CSQ: How are you going to go
against Mildred Schwab?
Uris: Anyone who has had any ex
perience dealing with the city council

ticularly when you have a government
in Washington, D.C., that somehow
has fantasized, because Jimmy Car
ter was voted against, that they have a
mandate to bring in some kind of cor
porate fascism in this country. I don’t
think most Americans are swallowing
that right now. I don’t think they’re go
ing to allow a war in El Salvador or to
allow this kind of starvation economy
to continue much longer, and their
Social Security, which they’ve earned
through their work, to be eroded. I
don’t think they’re going to allow their
health care programs to disappear, or
allow women to be forced into a
barefoot-and-pregnant posture. We as
a people are not going to allow the
abortion issue to be won by a bunch

if I were a policeman today, after
the possum Incident, I'd be more
afraid to work in Albina, because
rd know th a t people would be
even more angry at me, though no
black person in the city, rm sure,
was surprised at w hat happened.
has seen the games that get played
there, and Mildred is one of the major
players. Her pattern in voting is very
simple. She asks hard questions,
sometimes actually humiliating and
badgering people, which looks good
to some people, but she usually
knows the answers, in advance, to the
questions she’s asking. And she
comes on like a very stern grand
motherly figure. Then she lifts her fin
ger carefully, first dampens it, and
sees which way the council is really
going to go, and then votes with the
majority. And that’s a characteristic
of a good politician, in American poli
tics — not a principled position, but a
good political position. There are
enough people around who have been
humiliated — there’s a groundswell
of interest in changing that position.
Furthermore, it’s what — ten years?
That’s a hell of a long time to be in a
position like that. I think that she’s
out of touch.
CSQ: I think that if people know you
in Portland, they know you from Port
land State and your radical student

of menopausal men, who have about
as much right to speak on the issue of
women’s problems as would a giraffe
to speak on the issue of the rights of
penguins.
CSQ: Mildred Schwab is a woman,
and I think that makes her harder to
beat.
Uris: It certainly does. Today, think
ing people are conscious of the long
term discrimination that women have
had to endure. And that makes almost
any woman — or any man, for that
matter, who’s conscious of feminism
— very sensitive to the question of a
female or a male candidate. But, if
she doesn’t represent the interests of
women, the mere fact that she is fe
male is irrelevant.
You know, my gender is what I was
born with. I’m a feminist. I don’t think
that Mildred Schwab will get up in
front of an audience and say, as I can
say with absolute truthfulness, that I
will introduce into the City Council a
memorial resolution supporting the
ERA, and a memorial resolution sup
porting the right of women to have or

w e are not going to allow the
abortion issue to be won by a
bunch o f menopausal men, who
have as much right to speak on
women’s problems as a giraffe to
speak on the rights o f penguins.
politics days. Are you going to have to
work to achieve another image?
Uris: I don’t want to achieve
another image. I would say I’m a pro
gressive. As I say, the carrot without
the stick — that’s my politics. I don’t
want to do away with free enterprise,
destroy individual initiative, end prop
erty rights, I don’t want to destroy the
family, break up the home, I don’t
want to hurt the business community.
I’m sure that a lot of my constituency
is people who were student youth,
very enraged over Vietnam, and civil
rights issues and so forth, in the late
sixties and early seventies. Well,
they’ve grown up along with me —
we’ve all matured a lot. And I think
they’re probably a majority of the
voters here.
I’m sort of proud of what we did. I
think we saved this country a lot of
grief by hastening public awareness
of the horrors of Vietnam — I wish we
had done more. And I think we’ve
made the lives of minority people a
hell of a lot better by pushing for civil
rights. I have no regrets on any of
those scores. Most people are aware
that those things were good things —
that issues like childcare, decent
available health care, aren’t fly-bynight issues and people are going to
be responsive to them right now, par

not have children as they wish, that I
will work very hard to have good child
care programs in Portland, over some
other programs, that I think that
equality and affirmative action for all
minorities and women are absolutely
imperative if we’re going to have
social justice. See, I can get up and
say those things, and I don’t think she
can do that, because I think she’s
afraid of losing constituency. But I
need the constituency of people who
are aware of some of the problems in
our society. There’s this old saying
that you never will lose money under
estimating the intelligence of the
American public. I think it’s bullshit. I
think the fact of the matter is that if
you give people intelligent choices,
they respond intelligently.
CSQ: Let’s talk about your cam
paign. You don't have a lot of bucks.
Uris: No, I have no money. Well, ac
tually by the time this goes to press, I
may have a bunch of money. I have
raised $600 in a week, which is not a
lot, but it’s pretty amazing. And we’re
calling people asking for money.
We’re asking for small contributions,
because I don’t expect the big donors
to be giving money.
CSQ: What else? You talked about
a door-to-door campaign.
Uris: I’m going to go door-to-door in

the neighborhoods where I think I will
have my strongest support. We are
giving some coffees. We are talking
to crowds of people. I’m going to all
the political events I can. I see this as
an activity of spontaneity, grace and
thoughtfulness. I actually think that I
can win, which may be a psychosis
from which I will recover only on May
18, but I think it’s possible. It really
depends on whether the kind of peo
ple that care, will care enough to get
out there and work for me and vote for
me. I don’t have thousands of dollars
to spend on posters and lawn signs
and billboards and television and
radio time. I prefer my opponent to
waste her money on stuff like that. I
figure that if I’m going to win it at all,
I’m going to win it because people
will get to know who I am, they’ll get
to know what I’m interested in doing,
and they’ll find in that a potential for
unity, which will improve the econom
ic, the social, the political, the artistic
and the job climates in Portland. And,
whether I win or lose, we will have
made people like Mildred Schwab,
who have a lot of power, very con
scious of the fact that their power
doesn’t rest as easily as they think on
their heads, very aware that they are
the servants, not the masters, of the
people. And that, in and of itself, will
be a hell of a political accomplish
ment. Particularly in this time in
history.
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t has been 11 years exactly . . . one decade plus
one . . . since I lost my virginity
through rape within the first few
hours of a spring vacation in Baja,
California.
It has been two years since a
relationship that was straining to
last forever, exploded after four
years and died. He said it was
because I actually hated him all
along. Because I hated men.
Because of Baja. I said, “ Eek.”
One year ago I became in
fatuated with a member of the
highly disciplined literary intel
ligentsia. He was utterly con
vinced that the only way to keep
wild, let alone terrorized, psyches
intact was through cathartic
writing. “ Write about Baja!” he
implored. “ Only
then shall you be
r e le a s e d !’ ’
I
thought: Why is
he talking to me?
Did I have a terror
ized psyche?
Nine m onths
ago I began w rit
ing a b o u t my
n ig h t in Baja.
Perhaps the 10ye a r-old te rro r
. . . the te rro r
th a t had c o n 
trolled my life for
four hours more
completely by far
than anyone or
anything ever has
. . . the te rro r
that was instan
taneously stuffed
into an IGNORE
FOR NOW file in
th e
e f f ic ie n t
blocking system
of my brain . . .
perhaps that ter
ror was actually
p o w e rin g
th e
movement of the
keys. Perhaps
that terror had
organ ically ma
tured and already
been quietly re
leased. Or per
haps that terror
still sits within
. . . rotted and
runny.
A ll I r e a lly
know is that ter
ror was . . . and I
felt it. So . . .
atrocities may simply be too large
for the human imagination to
grasp, but having lived one, I’ve
got to try. So here I grasp. . . .

y r t was spring break from
college, 1971. Carol, John,
and I were going off this year . . .
south of the border . . . down
Mexico Way. I’d known Carol
since the first week of school,
two and a half years before, and
we’d both known John for a year
and a half. Carol was a pale, soft-
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spoken, and extremely active
friend whom I had lured through
my darkness and sparks. She was
yellow . . . sun-yellow . . . and
she shone. But Carol was
somehow pitless, like the part of
California from which she hailed
. . . the southern section . . . no
clouds and no shading. John was
little, warm, and wonderful. John
was one of the empathetic souls

whose hearts live as strongly for
friends as for self. Perhaps more
so, which may have been the
cause of his loneliness. His heart
overwhelmed you. His warmth in
timidated you. And his stomach
was always churning as he
walked the thin edge just this
side of despair.
Then there was me. Nineteen
years old, smalltown, and starv
ing . . . for something bigger,
smarter, and not so damn flat. I
had tasted my first bit of sophisti
cation at a great western univer
sity, and it had moved me . . .
right into chaotic confusion. The

first person I met as a college stu
dent was a depressive. She coped
with the perplexing indepen
dence of life away from home by
wallowing. And even though I
don’t think I even knew what
depression was . . . smalltowns
rarely acknowledge psychology
. . . I copied her. And my confu
sion, henceforth, had a name.
Comely coedness hadn’t fit.
Radical politicality hadn’t fit. But
gloom. Gloom was easy. We
hated . . . and we made fun. It fit
well.
So, the three of us were off . . .
the shy ones . . . going south of
the border in our borrowed van
with our borrowed tape deck,
King Crimson tapes, ice chest
filled with sugared and sugar-free
sodas, marijuana well hidden,

bunson burners, car-sick p ills .. . .
We left late in the afternoon
from Carol’s mother’s house in
San Diego. We crossed the border
with no trouble and drove about
60 miles into Baja before deciding
to stop for the night on a small
beach. Darkness was approach
ing. We pulled in, turned on the
cassette deck, laid out our sleep
ing bags, smoked a joint, started
a small fire, and relaxed, watch
ing the waves fluoresce, turning
shades of red as the hot sun set.
The pitiful ramshackle poverty we
had passed was but a fleeting
wound. It was ugly, but we were

strictly on vacation. Our political
dedication was flimsy.
Suddenly something made me
turn around.. -. away from the
stunning beauty of the waves
sparkling within this Mexican
sunset. There was a movement in
the brush behind us. I saw two
male figures wearing full-face
black masks, walking over the
small hills. They were screaming,
“ Viva Zapata!” I saw a long
barreled rifle and a golden-andruby-jewelled sabre. They pointed
their weapons at us lying pros
trate and scream ed, “ Don’t
move!”
Bam! There was a major move
ment in my mind. Everything
changed. Instantaneous terror. I
was jacked right into high speed.
Stay rational. Stay rational. But
those weapons. The terror. My
body immediately began convuls
ing . . . subtly . . . incessantly.
My body grabbed the terror and
housed it, leaving my mind com
paratively free to devise plans . . .
for my survival. And my mind
searched efficiently like a super
charged, finely tuned motor. And
this search pulled my life more
tightly by far than anyone or any
thing ever has . . . for four hours.
The two teenage bandidos
bound, gagged, and blindfolded
the three of us and shoved us into
the back of the van. Thev drove
off, stopping 20 minutes later, at a
house. One went in, then came
out. We drove on.

We soon stopped again. Some
where. A dark stretch of beach.
They took off our gags and blind
folds. One hustled John away.
The other got out our sleeping
bags and set up two camps. John
was gone. I heard Spanish chat
ter. I heard John angry and plead
ing. Stop it. Stop it, you mother
fuckers. Just stop it. John. John. I
was with John. I knew they were
taking him off to his death. I
thought I heard gunshots. I
thought they got John. I couldn’t
believe it. My mind switched into
a higher gear, and my body
switched into a more convulsive
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shaking. And I knew then I must
befriend them. Befriend them.
They directed Carol away by
sabre point. They demanded she
sit down at one of the camps.
They directed me by rifle point to
the same spot. They brought out
bottles of tequila and a joint
rolled up in a newspaper the size
of an arm. A party, no less. Jesus
Christ. Befriend them. Stay ra
tional. B efriend them. They
passed the bottles and the joint
around. I knew I couldn’t be
stoned. I needed clarity. A pro
cess. My wits. I pretended to par
ty, though. I looked in their faces,
faintly expressing celebratory
gaiety. I tried to make light con
versation. Befriend them. Look
happy. Befriend them. They won’t
kill one of their friends. But John.
Where was John? And thank you,
oh thank you for my darkness.
Surely they wouldn’t harm their
own kind.
My mind imagined the news
paper headlines: “ College Coeds
Raped and Slaughtered in Baja.”
“ Death Comes to Coeds.” And I
was wondering what was next.
What would it feel like? Where
was John? What were they say
ing? Why hadn’t I taken Spanish
instead of French? How the hell
were we going to get out of this
alive? And I was shaking.
Shaking.
There was never a question in
my mind that these guys were go
ing to kill us. I always thought

embarrassed about it. And I was
facing my goddamn first sexual
experience . . . by weapon-point.
I had been intensely frightened
of sexual intercourse . . . enough
so that the fear had always been
able to beat the passion down. It
is ironic now, in retrospect. Pas
sion soon after took the lead in
my life and has been a problem
ever since . . . wrenching my life
into flaming chaos.
But I was a virgin. And being
from a small, hot, valley town,
where the whole concept of being
or not being a virgin was quite sig
nificant, well, I was over-anxious
about it. I had pretended that I
was not a virgin at college . . . in
the hip Bay Area where I believed
every girl had been fully expres
sing herself sexually since age
14. My virginity was one of the
major issues of my life.
I was curious. Very curious.
And I was relieved that I would be
leaving the world of virginity so
anonymously. I was glad. And
ashamed that I was glad. And
over-anxious that I was so over
anxious. It was embarrassing, but
then I believe my mind was being
my friend . . . finding small plea
sures . . . distractions . . . under
the circumstances.
The party was soon over. The
boy with the sabre led Carol away
to the first rape camp. My con
vulsing picked up, but still my
mind . . . my friend . . . was
terror-free. It was consumed with
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Pepsi’s. I declined one. “ Can I
have Tab? I only drink Tab.” The
absurdity.)
I took off my clothes, ignoring
my body completely. This boy lay
on top of me. He couldn’t have
been more than 16.1couldn’t real
ly focus, but he didn’t gross me
out. I turned my head away. He
was almost tender. He kissed my
frozen mouth. And the only viostraight, objective violence
was the presence of the
lence
albeit, a mighty pres
rifle .
ence. He grabbed my breasts. It
didn’t hurt. He was obviously
thrilled. And I was grasping for
pleasure. I had to. It was manda
tory. There had to be another per
spective besides the how-soontill-l-die one. I had to find pleasure
here . . . intricate ironies . . .
suck them out . . . make it laugh
. . . anything . . . I had to find
another perspective. If I didn’t, I
knew I’d snap right into some
thing so horrifying . . . so far
away . . . I’d never get back. I tried
to come. I tried hard to come. I
had to come. I tried. Hard. But I
didn’t. And then it was over.
There was total silence. I
thought for certain Carol was
dead. It was too quiet. I imagined
her bloodied, punctured body. I
couldn’t stand it. My mind was
suddenly hit . . . slapped . . .
dulled. Everything became faded
. . . very faded. Reactions were
clearly going to be delayed for a
long time now. I had no respon
ses left . . . just the shaking.
Carol was not dead. Her sabred
rapist came over to my camp, and
my rifled rapist went to hers. I
don’t remember the second en
counter. I felt for Carol. I felt for
John. I could no longer feel for
myself. I wasn’t there anymore.
John was not dead. They untied
him and brought him back. He
was folded . . . looking down . . .
inward, closed, and lifeless. Tied
up out of sight, his imagination

ful monsters.
We were bound up again and
they drove around for about an
hour . . . throwing out everything
we’d brought . . . ripping out
u p h o ls te r y ,
p a n e llin g
scavenging the insides of our van
. . . talking rapidly in Spanish. All
I could hear was the word mort
. . . and I knew this meant death. I
was shaking and waiting for our
end. We sat in silence. And my
mind came back and took another
9
turn. | began to ju stify their acp tio n s . I was c o n fu s e d . . .
bleeding, from the heart . . . I
needed some help . . . a gimm ick
. . . rationalization . . . to digest
this. I empathized with them. Our
captors. I thought: well, after all,
their life is impoverished and
ugly, and we are the rich Ameri
cans with cassette decks and
panelled vans. I would probably
want to hurt us too. We were the
not them . I
oppressors
couldn’t hate them. I wanted to
understand. Oh, the pox of the
educated . . . understand . . .
then respond.
We sat in more silence in the
back of the van. Waiting. Con
curiosity, survival plans, head
vulsing. Hoping. Stunned. Wait
lines . . . curiosity. There was
ing. How was my family going to
total silence. I stared at the re
take this . . . my death . . .
maining captor. He pointed his ri
slaughter and defilement? And if I
fle at me and told me to remove
survived,
what would I be?
my clothes. For a moment . . . an
Suddenly
the van stopped.
absurd m om ent
I was
They untied us. They walked
ashamed. I was overweight . . .
away. Just walked away. Gone. It
another major issue of my life . . .
was over. Over.
and I didn’t want to bare myself
because of it. And then I was fur
ther shamed that I could possibly
be worrying about such a thing
. . . what a grotesque display of
echanically, the three
my superficiality. (Earlier we had
of us got back in the
offered them sodas from our ice
front of the van. We didn’t know
chest. They came back with four

where we were but drove away. In
silence. A few minutes later I
broke the silence: “ Shit.” That was
all.
We arrived at the American
border. We told the guards what
had happened. They didn’t be
lieve us. They would not assist
us. They ordered us out of the van
and searched it and us for drugs.
They put me through a ridiculous,
explanatory dance to prove I was
not, indeed, a wetback senorita
escaping into the promised land. I
could easily ju stify hating them. I
hated their power-bloated guts.
We drove on. Back to Carol’s
m other’s house. John and I
dropped woodenly into two over
stuffed chairs in the living room.
Carol shuffled her mother off to
tell her what had happened. There
were uncomfortable looks. And
more silence. Carol went to bed.
John went to bed. I just sat there.
Stunned. Frozen.
About an hour later, Carol’s
mother came into the living room.
She looked at me impatiently.
“ My dear,” she said, “ no use cry
ing over spilt m ilk !” No use cry
ing over spilt milk??? I could easi
ly ju stify hating her.
I suppose I slept some that
night. I don’t know. The next
morning Carol went off with her
mother to a doctor. I wasn’t in
vited. John and I decided to fly
back to school. We had no money
and had to call our parents to wire
some down. We decided to keep

iroraer
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they would . . . such a small, ef
fortless movement . . . one quick
bend of the finger . . . one quick
thrust. That was clearly the rea
son for the terror. I hardly even
thought about them raping us.
Hell, I’d barely considered rape to
be a possibility in reality. But then
I suddenly knew that they were
going to rape us, and my head
again changed. Not only did I be
lieve our chances of survival
would greatly increase, but . . .
well . . . and this is the part that
has always been so hard to own
. . . this rape was going to be my
deflowering. I was a virgin. I was

care
m e.
coa& a/

the story clean. It would be stu
pidity to tell parents about the
rape part. Rape. The word itself
packs too mighty a punch. Rape.
Scrape. Slice. There is so much
violence in the sound of it. Rape. I
knew it would tear my mother up.
And it would shame my father.
And make him angry . . . at me.
John called and managed to
stay calm. I called and didn’t . . .
my mental preparation falling
prey to the warm th of my
mother’s voice. I said, “ Hi, Mom.
Guess what happened?” and
crumbled into quiet hysteria. She
didn’t know how to react. Rape.
Rape. She told me later that she
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was stunned. She went blank. Her
daughter was raped. Raped.
I tried to assure her that the
rape part was the best part . . .
comparatively. At least my life
was safe then . . . the weapons
were down . . . but rape . . .
I don’t remember flying back to
school. I was worried. I had to call
the health center and get checked
out. I had to say, “ Hello. I was
raped,” to a stranger. “ Hello. I
need to make an appointment
because I was just raped.” It took
all my courage.
I remember thinking the doctor
was mean. I remember feeling
that he thought I was dirty. Scuz
zy. Guilty. I ran into a good friend
in the waiting room. I told her the
story. I told everyone the story.
No one knew how to react. I’m
sure they were sorry they asked. It
was so uncomfortable. And my
body shook with every telling. But
I kept telling the story. Over and
over again. Maybe someone
would have the magic words to
give this thing the proper per
spective. Then I -could scream,
sigh, and move- on. But no one
knew how to react. Not at all.
Carol didn’t want the story out.
She was angry at my openness.
John, on the other hand, just hid.
He rarely spoke for a year. Every
one assured everyone that there
was certainly nothing anyone
could have done to prevent this. It
was certainly not a situation that
warranted heroics, considering
the weaponry involved. For God’s
sake, I certainly was not harbor
ing any resentment that John, the
Man involved, had not been able
to prevent this. But John . . . he
stopped talking. He stopped
laughing. John. I felt for John.
I, on the other hand, didn’t
know what I thought. I had a
psychology-m ajoring, bearded
boyfriend who believed he held
the capacity to crack every mys
tery of the mind . . . within a week
. . . with utter ease. He warned
me that if I did not seek imme
diate psychiatric help, I would
wake up one morning, very soon,
a complete and maniacal wreck.
He was sure of it. And I sat there
. . . shaking ' . . letting his warn
ings glide sw iftly through one ear
and out the other. I knew the vic
tim s of violent crime, such as I
was now, tended to shrivel,
shriek, and withdraw. And that
everybody said they needed pro
fessional help. They needed help
to deal with these horrors or they
would never be the same. But I
thought I would be okay. If I just
told the story. If I found some
meanings . . . humor . . . ironies
. . . politics. I searched for all the
significance. Yes, I knew my mind
would take care of me. I knew it.

And anyway, there was always the
c o s m ic in te rp re ta tio n . Why
should I want to be the same?
Maybe I was chosen for this . . .
maybe I needed this jo lt to take
me somewhere I needed to go. It
would all take care of itself. I just
knew it.
But my body. My body was a
different story. It was harder to ig
nore. If a male person put his arm
around me, I shook. If any kind of
sexual energy was in the air, I
shook. My mind would stand
back, intrigued, but my body
shook. And I was scaring every
body away.
So I decided I needed to go on a
sex spree . . . to somehow neu
tralize this experience . . . trivial
ize it. I thought I would be able to
effect some sort of balance . . .
with a spree. And I went on one,
explaining to everyone that my
sexual nonchalance was for a pur
pose. And what that purpose was.
Neutralization. Trivialization. A
m a th e m a tic a l re s to ra tio n of
balance. And after about a year,
the shaking did subside. Fine, I
thought. I am fine.

antAoat.
imagination
i&
^reAsin^t bacA qgatn&t tAe

Carol, my co-rapee, has frantic
ally implored for 11 years now
that the story of our rape never be
told to anyone, no way, no how.
And that she has absolutely noth
ing to say to me or anyone else on
the topic. Consequently, we have
never discussed it. John has said
nothing, one way or the other.
He seems embarrassed and both
e re d , and h is b lo c k s are
impervious.
I, on the other hand, thrive on
the talking. I love analysis. Quirky
experience. I //ve to figure out
why. And as different rape analy
ses began to run rampant . . .
those psychological, pop-modern
theories which make wonderful
amusement for lovers of analysis
. . . I began to try to figure out
why . . . and what . . . hard.
Most of the rape theorizers
were loudly asserting that rape
terror simply could not settle cor
rectly within one’s conscious
ness. It had to be dealt with . . .
officially prodded out . . . lest it
lump up somewhere between
levels of awareness . . . infec
tious.
There was certainly no learned
digestive process to call upon to
effectively move this experience
through my system. It was too
dramatic. Cinematic. Televisionatic. W ithin two minutes of my re
lease from the captors, I no
longer felt like I owned the expe
rience at all. It was a story. Just a
wild story. But I wanted to grab
onto one of those new theories,
and like working a puzzle, I
wanted to peruse . . . think . . .
struggle . . . sweat . . . figure out
this Baja experience, fit it all to
gether with tidy design . . . and
put it away. It would be neat, fun,
and over.
But, I thought, would it really
help? I mean really. I didn’t know.
I didn’t know how this wild, exotic
story that included sabres at my
neck, anonymous loss of virgin
ity, and a confused 19-year-old
college girl was going to go
down. Was there an ugly blemish
that had radically altered my post
Baja life? I didn’t know. And until
a year ago, I didn’t want to know.
But then suddenly . . . / had to.
What could I blame on that fate
ful day in Baja? Compulsive be

havior? Mental chaos? Fear of the
dark? R e la tio n sh ip fa ilu re s?
Yeast in fe c tio n s ? C ynicism ?
Guardedness? Did I hate men?
Fear them? Desire vengeance?
Was I riddled with scar tissue?
Did I hate sex? Suddenly I needed
to know it all. And I was wonder
ing until my head ached with
exhaustion.
Yes, I decided, I had been ex
pecting sex to be violence-tinged.
Yes. I had been expecting men to
be mean, overpowering, spirit
snuffing. Yes. I had been accept
ing the imposition of male ag
gression as if it were a given way
of the world. Yes. And I’d been
choosing very male men to be in
volved with . . . men who could
effectively penetrate my body . ; .
but not my mind. Yes. It began to
fit beautifully.
I was reliving the rape over and
over again . . . symbolically. Phy
sical offense by the man/overactive mental defense by the
woman. Neat. Clean. Modern. But
where does the sabre fit in? And
is release really the child of
awareness?
I would love a tidy wrap-up for
this story, but I’d be lying through
my teeth if I said I knew what real
ly to make of this experience I
once had. I just don’t know who
can be trusted when it comes to
prescriptions for mental process.
I am not sure if I am wounded, and
that is Truth. I am not sure if I
have blocked, projected, subli
mated, healed. I have never had a
dream about Baja. I never shake
anymore. I didn’t shake, cry, or in
any way seem to freak out while
writing this story. I seem to feel
wounded a lot in my relationships
with men, but then so does most
everyone else.
Eleven years ago I lost my vir
ginity through rape at sabre point
in Baja, California, by two 16-yearold Mexicans in black ski masks.
Now I live in Portland, Oregon,
and I hope for revivals, revolu
tions, and much more romance.
The loudest part of my mind is so
removed from this experience
that I have to keep pinching my
memory to remind myself that I
didn’t make it up. That it really
happened to me.
But I am goddamn tired of wor
rying about Baja. I am tired of
wondering about the propriety of
my responses then . . . and now. I
have perhaps catharted myself by
writing this. I may have found the
rhythm . . . and the release. I
don’t know. I don’t know. But
Baja, baby, you are OLD. I must
now proclaim you over and move
on. Bye Bye Baja . . . Bye Bye. I
choose to blame you for nothing.

Indoor Growing Systems
10 0 0 W Super Metal Halides and
all you need to grow anything indoors
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Complete Chiropractic Care
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t ’s so alive, so
s e n s u a l, so r i c h . . . . I
love PA Y D IR T .. . . I love
th a t wom an who m ade PAY
DIRT,” said Modern Thinking,
the D utch a rt an d c u ltu re m ag 
a z in e w h e n PA YDIRT p r e 
m iered in H olland a t the D utch
N ational Film Theatre.

p A Y D IK p
la rg e st cash crop in th e area,
w ith illegal sales now exceed
in g $1 billion. Local politics
com bines w ith potent chem is
try to m ake PAYDIRT a dom es
tic h it!”

In Hof, Germany, Europe's reigning
avant-garde film festival, the critics said,
"A morality tale of the finest order!" and
"PAYDIRT is ahead of its time!" and
"Reminiscent of the best of Eric Rohmer,
where the last half hour makes you think
differently about everything that went
before."
n th is exciting event for New H igh T im es featu res PAYDIRT
Am erican Cinema, PAYDIRT in th e M arch Issue:
d e lig h ted th e D u tch . B ert
ow c a n y o u f ilm a
J a n s m a w ro te in H et B inw h o le m a r i j u a n a
nenhof, “Funny! . . a to u ch of
c ro p , d e ta ilin g th e
the classical w estern . . . PAY
D IR T h a s b e e n m a d e w ith h a rv e st, w ith o u t g e ttin g th e
verve. P enny A llen tells h e r whole crew busted? Obviously,
sto ry in a d elig htful m an n er
supported by excellent p h otog 
ra p h y .”

I

"H

you need th e cooperation of the
g r o w e r s t h e m s e lv e s . A n d
t h a t ’s w h a t w r ite r - d ir e c to r
Penny Allen h ad in PAYDIRT—
a film c en terin g a ro u n d a sm all
c o m m u n ity of v in tn e r s a n d
w inegrow ers, some of whom
grow pot on th e side to finance
th e ir g ra p e cro ps. The in ci
dents of th e movie a re based on
fact: on a series of b u rg laries
an d ripoffs of sm all, indepen
dent g ro w ers in so u th e rn Ore
g o n . T he b a c k g r o u n d s a n d
m an y of th e details a re a u th e n 
tic; p a rt of PAYDIRT w as sho t
in a sinsem illa field, to w hich
th e a c to rs a n d crew h a d to
travel blindfolded. . . . The pho
tography, by young Eric Ed
w ards, is esp ecia lly spectacu
lar, im buing every scen e w ith
a radiant, irid escen t clarity
and u n sen tim en tal rom anti
c ism . T he s to r y its e lf is a
th rille r—m ore shock in g, a c tu 
ally, because all th e incidents,
u p to a point, are ta k e n from
real life.

j ^ n d a n o th e r : “ . . . g o o d
sto ry tellin g w ith an enc h a n tin g nonchalance.
Of p a rticu la r note is th e superb
acting. It’s obvious th a t Allen
know s a g re a t deal about the
k in d of people she h a s p u t in
h er movie. She comes from Ore
gon, w here w ine-grape grow 
in g is sta rtin g to flo u rish —and
also a n o th e r crop. A very hefty
c h u n k of m oney comes from
g ro w in g m a riju a n a .. . . P artic
u larly rem arkable is th e s trik 
in g au th e n tic ity of th e m ain
ch aracter played by Lola Des
m ond.” (Eric van der Velden
w ritin g in Het Vaterland)
ack on A m erican soil at
the U.S. Film Festival in
U ta h , PAYDIRT w as a
finalist an d th e box-office h it of
the festival!
AYDIRT is a film full of
loom ing ironies, crisp
w it, and p o ig n an t h u 
m or. It is a film about forces of
w ill in o p p o sitio n . A t base,
w h at’s in questio n is land . . .
access to i t . . . control of its use
. . . control of its resources. Af
J L
A Penny A llen Film
JL .
te r all, is n ’t th a t w h a t m ost
w ars are all about? All th is at a
tim e w h e n t h e N o r t h w e s t
starring
(w here th e film w as m ade) and
N o rth ern C alifornia, have ad 
m itted to w id e -sp rea d m a ri LOLA DESMOND,ERIC SILVERSTEIN,& DANIEL ODELL
D irector of Photo g rap h y ERIC EDW ARDS Associate P ro ducer JA C K
ju a n a cu ltiv ation problem s. It
is e stim a te d th a t m arih u an a M usic By JO N A T H A N N E W T O N W ritten , D ire c te d & P ro d u c ed by PE
m ay n o w h a v e b eco m e th e
From PAYDIRT PRODU CTIO N S ©1981

When the cropis in, the game begins

PAYDIRT
Based on a true story

H igh T im es: W hat w as th e
real-life basis fo r th e movie?
A llen : S om ebody to ld m e a
sto ry . . . about th ree or fou r
y ears ago in w hich a g ro u p of
people w ere ra is in g m ariju a n a
as a c ash crop a n d go t held up
a t six A.M.: K nock on th e door,
one p erso n w ent d o w n stairs to
open u p, th e n everyone w as
held hostage. They g o t th e kids
dow n on th e floor, p u t th e ir feet
on th e k id s’ h e a d s .. . . It was
really violent an d g ro ss. And
th ey took th e ir crops and w ent
away.
B ut th e re ’s m ore. They cam e
back the n e x t m o rn in g a t six
o’clock a n d said: ‘Today, you
have to g e t y o u r n e ig h b o r’s
dope.’ So, it’s like a socializa
tion of th e crim e: you’re fo rcin g
som ebody to rip off th e ir n e ig h 
bor. T hat’s w hen th e sto ry g ets
i n t e r e s t i n g fo r m e: I ’m i n 
terested in th e n a tu re of com 
m u n ity . And so th ey did go
over an d g et th e ir n eig h b o r’s
dope—an d th e ir k id s actu ally
did g et on th e CB an d call one of
th e ir n eighbors. And a g ro u p
of people actu ally did head off
th ese e sc a p in g th u g s a t th e
pass. A nd sho t them . And th ey
w ere n e v e r h e a rd o f a g a in .
T heir tru c k w as buried, a n d so
were they. Have you h eard th is
exact story?
H igh Times: I’ve h e ard about
th ree stories like it.
A llen: I th o u g h t a b o u t th a t
sto ry for a couple of years. I be
g a n to th in k it w ould be really
in te re s tin g to have th e people
g ro w in g dope b e cau se th e y
c o u ld n ’t m ak e a liv in g w ith
th e ir w in e —b e c a u se th e n I
could c o n tra st th e legal in to x i
can t w ith th e illegal in to xicant.
And as soon as th a t idea oc
c u rre d to me, I could h ard ly
c o n tro l th e d ev elo p m e n t, it
w ent so fast. I began to th in k
sym bolically: The tw o cro p s
have to be sep arated —so I sp lit
th em u p w ith th e tra in trestle.
A nd th e n you g et to in tro d u ce
th e r a ilr o a d —w h ich a lw a y s
sta n d s for p ro g re ss a n d th e
p u sh of A m erican capitalism .
So, of course, the people rip 
p in g th em off have to be eith er
Mafia o r shadow y tobacco in 
terests.
H igh Times: W hy d id n ’t you
have th e movie end th e w ay it
did in real life: w ith th e robbers
g e ttin g killed?
Allen: I th o u g h t th a t w as a
sto ry fo r Sam P eckinp ah. It
sto p s a t th e m om ent of violence. I am n o t in terested in
th at. The movie is really about
N ancy h a v in g h e r m om ent ij^,
history.
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SPRING FEVER

Springtime in Oregon. Hiking the Gorge. Rafting
the Rouge. Backpacking the Cascades. Garden
ing at home.
Willamette Week does more than investigate be
hind the doors of City Hall. We go outdoors —
into the mountains, out to the Coast, and into
your backyard.
We’ll lead you to the back-country trails miles
away from your home or hikes minutes from
vour front door. We’ll have tips and hints regu
larly on outdoor recreation, from mountain
climbing to organic gardening.
And you’ll find all of this in Willamette Week’s
Midsection, delivered to your home for the low
price of 29$ a week.
Plan your spring fun with Willamette Week.
Subscribe today.
Start my Willamette Week subscription now.
O 1 year $15
□ 2 years $26
□ 3 years $36

□ Visa/MasterCard
# _____________ __

Name_________________________
Address_______________________

(inci. exp. date)

City----------------------------------------

□ Bill me
Zip-------------□ Payment enclosed: send me 2. State
free Seven Gables movie Phone_________________________
Willamette Week, 320 SW Stark,
passes.
Portland, OR., 97204 243-2122

316 S .W . 9th
223-0767
NEO N BO UGH T & SOLD

WE’RE BACK!
Portland's most treasured
shopping experience returns
Saturday, April 3rd.
Join us each weekend for
entertainment, exotic foods and
the Northwest's finest crafts.

Each weekend thru Christmas in Old Town.

Offering plants and plant aides for the
professional landscaper & the avid home gardener

OORTLANfA
1 NURSERYU
5 0 5 0 SE STARK
232 0463
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NOW OPEN FOR LUNCH!
Tues.-Fri. 11:30-1:30

SPIRITS LIFTED HERE!
i / 4
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zagone and
Fornara Chew
the Fat
M ■

■

■
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Portland actors/directors
Peter Fornara and John
zagone talk about the theater
scene, the Performing Arts
Center and why it all matters.

P IZ Z A B Y T H E S L IC E

LUNCH!
o n ly
PEPPERONI
MUSHROOMS
O LIV E S
CHEESE
P IN E A P P L E

SALAM I
TO M ATOES
O N IO N
GREEN PEPPERS
C A N A D IA N B A C O N

c h o ic e o f a n y 1 item

$ 1 . 2 5 a s lic e
c h o ic e o f a n y 2 ite m s

$ 1 . 6 0 a s lic e
L U N C H S P E C IA L S
# 1 A S lic e o f P iz z a
#2
(2 ite m s ), O u r G re e n
S a la d & a la rg e S o ft
D rin k o r a g la s s o f D raft
M ic h e lo b B eer.

$ 2 .9 5

F o r L arg e r A p p e tite s :
S a m e a s # 1 w ith t w o
S lic e s o f P iz z a .

$4

W E A L S O S E R V E ALL O U R G R E A T S A N D W 1 C H E S I
W h o le p iz z a s a re a v a ila b le — 2 5 -m in . w a it m in im u m .

NOW YOU CAN TAKE IT OUT
OR EAT IT HERE!
WHOLE WHEAT OR WHITE CREST

COMPLETE DELI

IMPORTED & DOMESTIC BEER & WINE
SUB SANDWICHES & SALADS
CALL AHEAD
YOUR ORDER WILL
BE READY WHEN
YO U ARRIVE

HOURS
TUES-WED-THURS-SUN

TO GO

4 P M - 10 PM
FRI & SAT
5 P M - 12 M ID N IG H T
CLOSED M O N D A Y

232-2812
2239 SI HAWTHORNE IV.

Photographs courtesy Storefront Theatre

By Peter Fornara
■ here are 708 pages in the Port
land telephone directory. Only
three of those pages contain
names that begin with Z. One of
these truly exceptional individuals
is John Zagone.
John asked me — I want that
straight before this goes any fur
ther; he asked me — to work with
him on getting a few important
things said about Portland theater
and its future. Either or both of us
may or may not have been under
the spell of a controlled substance
at the time; I honestly don’t recall,
but whatever the m itigatin g
circumstances, I agreed — I think.
The interview took place in my
modest digs on Portland’s fash
ionable Northwest side.
We made ourselves comfortable,
me with a can of Hamms, John
with an Alka-Seltzer, and began:
Fornara: Why should a person at
tend live theater, anyway? What’s
the big deal?
Zagone: Because it ’s interesting.
(PAUSE)
F: (Looking appalled) Could you
. . . expand on that?
Z: (Ever the raconteur) Sure.
F: Would you, please?
Z: Now?
. F: Yeah.
Z: OK. First off, why people
shouldn’t see live theater: out of
some misguided moral obligation
that says you really should support
the arts, so as a good citizen you’ll
let yourself be dragged off to this
THING you’re all set to hate.

Live theater is a special kind of
entertainment, pure and simple. A
lot of people tend to think of thea
ter like opera. I t ’s boring. “ Let’s
go to the movies, watch TV, etc.’’
That makes going to the theater a
risk and puts theater companies
in a pretty defensive position.
F: How?
Z: Well, as you know, good
theater is not aimed at the lowest
common denominator. It’s a risky
art form to begin with; it invites an
argument. A certain number of peo
ple at any performance are going to
hate it for any number of reasons:
style, content, design, etc. Add to
that the fact that there are bad
shows and you’ve got a pretty good
number of first-time theatergoers
who w o n ’t be s e c o n d -tim e
theatergoers. (PAUSE) The worst
thing for Portland theater is a wellpromoted, sold-out bad show.
F: So why should someone see
live theater?! I’m not going to ask
you again.
Z: OK. OK. People should see
live theater for three reasons: first,
it ’s great entertainment; second,
any performance is a human event
that will never be repeated again in
precisely the same way. It’s much
more like real life than a movie,
where who knows how many takes
have gone into creating ju st the
right illusion, which is then com
mitted to celluloid and will never
change, never. (Z. switches to
Michelob; now he’s really cooking.)
F: And third?
Z: Oh yeah, third. Just what I said
before — theater invites argument.
You’re not just some lump, watch
ing, being manipulated. Every au
dience is a part of the performance.
They’re the ones who make each
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night a totally different experience.
Theater just couldn’t exist without
an audience.
(There followed some silly jokes
about the Polish theater guru Jerzy
Grotowski. I won’t bore.)
F: You talked about the negative
effect a bad show can have on the
potential “ second-time theater
goer.” What about a good show?
Will it make people come back?
Z: Well, the positive effect is
probably more gradual. If someone
comes out of Bullshot Crummond,
for example, saying, “ That was a
lot of fun; le t’s do that again,” it
probably means that they’re ready
for more fun — more comedy. It
doesn’t mean they’re lining up to
see, say, Short Eyes. Developing a
taste for the incredible variety of
tfieater available takes time.
F: So, every time out, we have
more to lose than we have to gain?
Z: Not exactly. The main thing is
for people to begin to enjoy the
idea of live theater. The rest is just
a matter of time.
F: Don’t developments like the
Performing Arts Center, and the
success of Oregon Contemporary
Theater (OCT) indicate that enough
people may already enjoy that
idea?
Z: Those are interesting develop
ments, but we better take them one
at a time.
F: Any preference?
Z: Flip a coin.
F: (Flips) OCT.
Z: OK. I do think Oregon Con
temporary Theater’s success is
good news for theater in the long
run, but there are problems.
There’s the audience development
problem in that their season last
year, while it was well performed,
wasn’t very well chosen, and
wasn’t very popular. It would be in
teresting to see what OCT’S
renewal rate is for this summer; I
suspect it won’t be easy for them
to reach last year’s level.
Another sticky area is that OCT
doesn’t hire nearly enough local
skill and talent. So a major portion
of the Portland money that sup
ports the theater leaves town every
seven weeks during the summer. I
mean we’re not talking about the
Art Museum buying a Picasso or
the symphony importing a Yo Yo
Ma — these are just journeyman
actors whose only distinction from
Portland journeyman actors is that
they’re not from Portland.
F: And that they’re members of
the union.
Z: Oh yeah. Let’s be sure and talk
about that, too — later.
It’s not just actors, either. De
signers, technicians, and on and
on, imported. You have to think
that OCT is a lot less of a commu
nity resource by its refusal to be a
significant employer of local skills.
Still, OCT has tremendous poten
tial for helping the theater scene in
Portland. One thing for sure, its
failure sure isn’t going to help any
body, and its success might. So, go
OCT. Rah! Rah! Rah!
F: What about the union?
Z: Later! I said later!
F: Well, then, how about the up
coming Performing Arts Center?
Z: / could think of better ways to
spend $26 million.
F: Such as?
Z: Can we go o ff the record?
F: Sure.
(Z. then explained several ways
to spend $26 million, and some of
them were really great, but unfor
tunately they were all off the rec
ord, so I can’t reveal any of them.
Sorry.)
F: We’re back. I take it then
you’re not a fan of the proposed
center?
Z: If I were the agent for, say, the,
Taiwan Belly Dancers, I ’d be de
lighted. But I work for Storefront
Theater and there’s nothing for us,
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or any other local theater, to shout
about. With all the renovation and
building planned, you’d think
someone would have given serious
consideration to local performing
arts groups as potential users. In
stead, the whole complex seems to
be dedicated to the proposition
that “Portland shall not miss Ken
ny Rogers again!”
F: Not to mention the Taiwan
Belly Dancers.
Z: Or the Taiwan Belly Dancers!
F: I said not to mention them.
Z: You really think a joke that old
belongs in this interview?
F: It’s right in the middle; no
body’ll notice.
Z: Where were we?
F: Performing Arts Center (PAC).
Be specific.
Z: It’s simply going to cost too
much. Only the smallest of the
three planned spaces is even re

are less deluxe but just as effective
ways of equipping the place tech
nically. If we could participate in
that kind of planning now, the PAC
might be within our reach when it
finally is built.
If not, the place will do little
more than duplicate what the Civic
Auditorium offers now — a stop on
the tour for national companies of
big (not necessarily good) musi
cals, the largest dance companies
and pop singers.
F: Not to mention . . .
Z: Yeah, them, too. I just hope
the taxpayers don’t get burned on
it. In Eugene they’re having big
problems with their Performing
Arts Center. Costs are too high for
local rental, and not enough tours
stop there. I hope Portland hasn’t
overextended itself the same way.
F: The arts community really got
behind the PAC ballot measure.

Theater Invites argument.
You're not Just some lump,
watching, being manipulated.
Every audience Is a part of the
performance. They're the ones

I can remember when budgets
were so tight th a t we used to
straighten out nails and reuse
them. Whole shows were being
mounted for as little as $200.
Those days are gone, and I
can't say I miss them.
motely within the reach of Portland
theaters, and that’s projected now
at a rental of $400-$500 a night.
Who knows what that’ll be five
years from now, when the thing is
actually built. None of us can af
ford that. Most aren’t paying much
more than that per month in our
own theaters, and we’re some
times hard pressed to make that.
It’s completely unrealistic to ask
Storefront, say, to move a hit show
10 blocks to the PAC, redesign the
whole show, and pay what
amounts to five times as much
rent. What for?
F: What is the nightly rental
figure based on?
Z: Supposedly the cost of oper
ating the space only, which
sounds like a major concession,
considering there’ll be $19 m illion
in bonds out. But the cost is s till
too high. I ’ve proposed that PAC
find more economical ways to
operate the space, maybe with the
help of local theaters and dance
troupes. Maybe the theater, for ex
ample, can provide its own techni
cians for lower cost; maybe there

Why?
Z: They got sold a bill of goods.
They were led to believe that defeat
of the measure would be a mortal
blow for performing arts. So even
those who knew they had nothing
to gain were persuaded they might
have something to lose.
F: Is there anything we can do
now?
Z: Sure there is. We can get in
volved in the planning process to
help find ways that the PAC can
serve the performing community.
And I ’m not talking about picking
fights; I ’m talking about offering
our help, our skills and our knowl
edge of the community. We’re a
long way from this thing being
built, and there’s still time for our
input to make a difference.
F: That leads me to another
question. I’ve often been told by
people that there are “ too many”
theaters; that we should “ consoli
date.” What would your answer be
to someone who told you that?
Z: That, in some ways, it ’s a very
good idea; but I would use the
word “cooperate.” Consolidate im

plies that several theaters merge
into one organization; we can’t do
that any more than, say, a Chinese,
an Italian and a French restaurant
could. Each of us has an artistic
“menu” with its own unique
appeal.
BUT — there are still lots of
ways theaters could cooperate. For
example, we all buy so many of the
same things: lumber, muslin, print
ing services, etc. And each of us
makes the best deal we can. If we
were to get together and purchase
these things as a bloc, we would all
save.
Better still are the possibilities
in fundraising. Granting agencies
like NEA and the Oregon Arts Com
mission are even recommending
that theaters make cooperative
proposals.
F: What kind of proposals?
Z: Well, they leave that up to us.
The theaters would have to get to
gether first and talk about it. One
idea that might work is a proposal
to connect with the school system.
Seattle Rep had a lot of success
with a program of busing high
school students to free perfor
mances. The grant paid for the per
formances and Seattle Rep built a
whole new generation of theater
goers. It seems to me that if thea
ters got together on a proposal like
that, everyone could benefit.
F: What about the union? You
thought I’d forget, didn’t you?
Z: I ’m ready for that now. A union
for actors is a good idea. But the
national union based on the eco
nomic realities of New York and LA
has no application in Portland.
Those few actors who can work
here in an Equity situation are well
protected, but the rest are thrown
to the wolves.
F: But I’ve observed that actors
need to be protected. Their desire
to work always makes suckers out
of them; they constantly give it
away.
Z: That’s just what I ’m talking
about. It’s that majority of Portland
actors who need the protection.
F: So what do they do?
Z: You and I could make a list to
day of the 50 most-used actors in
this city. If all of those actors came
together and refused to work un
less certain minimal standards of
pay and working conditions were
met, every theater in Portland
would have to listen.
F: What if the theaters can’t af
ford it?
Z: If they can’t afford it, they just
can’t have those actors.
But the truth is that they can af
ford it. They just have to budget dif
ferently. For example, if a theater
knows that every actor has to be
paid at a certain rate, it will have to
program around that reality. Actors
can’t go on subsidizing casts of 20
to 30. The only way these spectac
ulars can go on is by actors donat
ing their labor.
F: Won’t that mean less work for
actors?Z: Yes, but all of it will be paid
work. Eventually those casts of 20
and 30 can reappear, but then all of
them will be paid, too.
F: What about other theater
workers — directors, designers,
stage managers, technicians. What
can they do?
Z: They should be a part of it,
too. I think we tend to say “actors”
when we really mean everybody
who works in a theater. Also, the
kind of people you mentioned have
usually been paid — a little, at
least, while actors have worked
free for most of the time until the
past few years.
F: Do you really think something
like that is possible?
Z: I think it ’s possible, but wheth
er it works depends on the people
involved. Once again, there’s noth
ing to lose by talking.

F: And listening.
Z: And listening . . .
F: One more question — a three,
parter. How would you characterize
Portland theater five years ago? To
day? And how do you envision it
five years from now?
Z: Five years ago, Portland
theater was not really aware of its
own potential and didn’t take itself
seriously. I don’t mean we were all
frivolous — in fact, we were often
downright grim. What was happen
ing, I think, was that the theaters
were like private clubs or even
families — surrogate families. Peo
ple tended to work for only one
theater that was “ theirs” — Store
front, Production Co., etc. It was a
we/they situation that made even
m in im a l coo p e ra tio n am ong
theaters a really difficult thing.
Also, five years ago there wasn’t
any clearly identifiable “ theater au
dience. ” Productions were hit and
miss. If one show happened to
strike the public’s fancy, a lot of
people would come to see it, but
then you wouldn’t see them again
until you could come up with
another “ hot ticket.” No predicta
bility and that made planning
almost impossible.
F: But all that’s better now.
Z: Yeah. The old rah-rah “my
company” idea has pretty much
disappeared, and theater people
are adopting a much broader per
spective — that all of Portland’s
theater belongs to them. Actors,
designers, technicians move freely
and comfortably from theater to
theater. As a result, competition
among theaters is a lot healthier
than it used to be.
And there is an audience now.
We’ve learned to predict what kind
of business we can do; budgeting
is a lot easier. Several theaters
have good-sized subscriptions au
diences now. That would have
been impossible five years ago.
Production values are a lot
higher, and so are budgets. I can
remember when budgets were so
tight that we used to straighten out
nails and reuse them. Whole
shows were being mounted for as
little as $200. Those days are gone,
and I can’t say I miss them.
Another good sign is that lots of
people who left town over the past
five years are coming back here to
work.
F: Anything else?

Z: Yes. Five years ago I wasn’t
making any money and now I am.
F: What about five years from
now?
Z: I think there will be at least
four full-time professional theaters
and the audience to support them.
There will be bigger staffs with bet
ter skills, paid a living wage for
their services.
But something will be lost, too.
It’s not going to be as much fun.
There will be more specialists, and
less of a sense of community.
That’s inevitable. At Storefront, for
example, every decision the
theater made had to be approved
by the whole membership, which
got as high as 30 people. Thirty
people in a room deciding whether
to buy a saw. That kind of democ
racy had to be sacrificed so that
work could get done, and more
such sacrifices will have to be
made. It’s going to cost us a lot of
our uniqueness, and that’s sad; but
as I say, inevitable.
I do think that in the next five
years, theater will become a real
part of people’s lives here. Not as
high culture, but as entertainment.
I recently worked with Charles
Marowitz in Seattle, and he talked
a b o u t h is e x p e rie n c e s in
Czechoslovakia, where people dis
cussed theater much the way we
do movies. They knew the actors
and directors, they knew the plays.
They could remember this actor’s
last play, that director's next proj
ect. This is not “ theater people,”
just an interested, informed audi
ence. We may not get that far in
five years, but that’s the road we
should be on; and I think we’ll
make a lot of progress toward that
goal.
F: Well, that’s all my questions.
Anything you want to add?
Z: Yes. Storefront Theater opens
with two Northwest premieres:
Sam Shepard’s True West and
David Williamson’s The Removalists. The two will run in repertory
until mid-May. Both plays are
powerful scripts with dynamite
casts.
F: Who, for example?
Z: Well, True West has Peter Fornara in it. He’s one of my particular
favorites. A truly fine, sensitive ac
tor.
F: You’re too kind.
Z: Don’t mention it, Pete.
F: Don’t call me Pete.
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STRAIG
AHEAD IM M M
By Lynn Darroch

\ t \ t h e n I think o f jazz in Portland, I think firs t o f Mel Brown. He was
w V born in 1944, and grew up here liste n ing n ot only to recordings o f
bebop and the big bands, b ut to the live jazz and jam sessions that form
the backbone o f Portland's m usical tradition. Mel Brown grew up with a
rich heritage that he now carries forward into the future—by teaching
others in the way the m usic was passed on to him, and by setting a
standard for excellence among local musicians.
But there are other sides to Mel Brown as well. He has toured with
many o f the M otown groups, including Martha and the Vandellas, the
Temptations, and the Supremes, he has played fo r two years on the
Easter Seals Telethon band, and with many o f the top names in jazz. He
has also recorded extensively. The firs t album he appeared on was The
Pigmy, with B illy Larkin and the Delegates on Aura Records, and some o f
his subsequent dates include Martha and the Vandellas Live, The
Temptations Live At the Copacabana, TCB with the Temptations and the
Supremes, and The Magnificent Seven with the Supremes and the Four
Tops, a ll on the Motown label, and The Bittersw eet with the Main
Ingredients for RCA. He s till finds time fo r local benefits and
appearances at schools, as well as owning and managing his drum shop.
“ I try to achieve a lo t in a short tim e ,” he said as we talked this
November. ‘‘I ’ve always been a hyper kid, I ’ve ju s t always worked..." And
he carried him se lf like an athlete confid e ntly approaching m iddle age.
n j K el Brown was playing professionally by the tim e he was 15. But his
K w K talent and am bition weren’t the only factors in his success, fo r he
was schooled by a num ber o f Portland musicians, and his memories o f
the early 1960s here evoke their names and the places where his early
life was lived: Marianne Mayfield, Cleve Williams, Bobby Bradford, Ray
Hite, Andre Garand, Jim Smith, Quen Anderson, George Page, Omar
Yoweman...the Mural Room, the Egyptian Theatre, the Cotton Club, E liott
Grade School, Washington High, the Elks Lodge in Tillamook.... He has
seen the opportunities for younger m usicians to learn from their elders,
and the s p irit o f unity among jazz players, decline in Portland over the
past 15 years. But he is o p tim istic about jazz in this city, and he has been
in part responsible fo r the increasing am ount o f it available in Portland
today. Wherever he plays, Mel Brown is a success, and he prides h im self
on presenting m usic that people can relate to in a manner that is
entertaining fo r audience and m usician alike.
I picture him trading eights with a soloist: keeping a light, quick ro ll
on the snare, he builds volume w hile riding the high-hat; as the ro ll
crescendos, he breaks o ff suddenly and with perfect tim ing strikes the
crash cymbal, leaping up to stop its ring by p u ttin g both arms around
it — ha! The crowd claps as he drops back onto his throne and falls in
neatly behind the so lo ist again w ithout m issing a beat.... Flair, color,
drama and a so lid perform ance: Mel Brown not only has the chops, he
can deliver the music.
Mel Brown believes that every seven years his lifestyle changes. Now
he is 37, ju s t a shade overripe for the next phase.... " I t ’s g ettin g to the
p o in t now where I ’m ju s t sort o f treading water because I ’m trying to do
too many things at once...” Since the early 70s, he has been "m ore into
the business side o f th in g s," and now he is looking more at the m usic
again.... Whatever it may be, watch his next move, because when he
turns this corner, h e ’ll like ly go on as he always has— straightahead.
l U U h e n I was in seventh grade I
* W started learning to read
music. I wanted to play so badly that
this drummer Mike Hill showed me a
few things, and I've always been
pretty adept at math, so I started
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figuring things out mathematically.
He told me to go through the
Baldwin Band Builder and play
everything, then to look through
other books. When I found one I
could play the first few pages of, I'd
grab it and figure it out mathe

matically...! had a paper route and
spent the money on drum books...I’d
go down to the music store and
stand outside just dreaming of a
drum set— all I had was a practice
pad and sticks.
I was so serious about music that
I worked my ass off all the time,
even while the other guys were
more into chasing girls...I grew up
fast, and never had any real teenage
years' because I was always
working. I was involved in sports,
but I missed a normal high school
thing.
At that time, Bobby Bradford and
Cleve Williams would wait for me
after school, and I ’d go over to
Cleve’s house and they'd show me
how to set up certain figures with
the Walter Bridges Big Band; it was
Count Basie and Duke Ellington,
over and over. Later I worked at the
Jazz Quarry with Julian Hinson, who
probably taught me all of the basics
about what’s happening musically.
Omar Yoweman brought me along
too, he was one of the mentors
when we were coming up.
During ^ t time, that kind of
teaching o f younger musicians was
what everybody did. If they saw a
talent, they would push you,
because they were helped that way
themselves. They were just passing
it down the line. And at that time
they weren’t seeing a lot'of younger
players looking at jazz, because the
thing was turning more to Rock. But
I just really loved the jazz.
Those opportunities to learn from
older musicians just aren't available
to younger musicians today. Back
then, there were a lot of jam
sessions where guys could really
learn to get things together...James
Benton had a garage in the back of
his house that he converted into a
club. He had a huge barbecue pit in
back, and during the summer
months, every day religiously all the
musicians would congregate over
there
around
twelve
o ’clock,
barbecue like crazy, and if you felt
like playing, you went inside and
played. The guys would stay around
until about six, then everybody
would go home, change, and go to
their respective gigs. When the gigs
were over, everybody came back
there and we'd jam until five or six in
the morning. They were doing that
almost every night, and that’s where
I cut my teeth on a lot of things...It
was really a musical family. If one
guy was having a difficult month, all
the musicians would throw in fivd,
ten, fifteen bucks, and go over to the
guy's house and say, "Hey, man,
take care of the bills, get some food
in for your family.” They really
looked out for each other.
I saw this begin changing around
the middle '60s, when Rock started
getting a lot of coverage on TV and
the club owners started thinking that
people weren’t going to listen to
jazz, or that they could make more
money off Rock. Things have never
come back the same since.
I really wanted to play good, and I
was always trying to play catch-up,
so I worked extra hard. One
summer, I practiced six days a
week, from eight in the morning until
three the next morning. I missed
breakfast and lunch, dinner was
kind of shoved down my throat...I
was really into playing the drums.
And that solid work all paid off.
I went to PSU on a music scholar
ship through the Oregon Women’s
League. The three years there were
good from a technical standpoint.
We didn’t really have any jazz, so I
played in the orchestra. I had classi
cal training all the way up. When I
was at Washington High School,
they had a youth program to prepare
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players for the Junior Symphony,
and I was one of the instructors. I
was already teaching by the time I
was fifteen.

“Every seven years...’’
t / t r h i l e I was at PSU, I was playw w Ing around town with Billy
Larkin and the Delegates, an organ
trio. In the summer, we went down
to L.A. to cut an album. One day I
went by a drum shop and saw Philly
Joe Jones outside. "G od!” I said,
"Here’s my idol, right here!" I
asked if he was doing any teaching,
and he said, "Yeah, come on in and
sign up. "...It got to the point where
my lessons would run over an hour
and a half, and he’d have other stu
dents backed up. After about a
month, he said to just come by the
house. I stopped paying for lessons
and he’d invite me around to the
places he was playing. As a result, I
was able to play a few gigs for him
when he had to go back to Phila
delphia. I met a lot of musicians at
the time, because I sat in a lot, and
we had a lot of after-hours jams.
I was living back home with my
folks when one day I got a call. Earl
Grant was looking for a drummer
and I'd been recommended. The
next day I had a plane ticket to Reno
waiting for me, and I flew off to see
about the gig. He said, "All the
charts are just like the records." I
read through them and found some
mistakes. "Well, you can’t be right,"
he said. "I wrote it and I ’ll bet
they're playing it just the way it
should be." So when I pointed the

mistakes out to him, he said, "You
got the jo b !" Two weeks later I was
off to Vegas, and that’s when every
thing took off for me. I had never
played for somebody that paid you
even when you were off, like on a
retainer, and I thought, "Hey, this is
great!"
We went through Vancouver,
Canada, and there was a group
called Bobby Taylor and the Vancouvers who liked my playing. When
I got back to San Francisco, they
called and said, "We've just signed
with Motown and we 're going to be
the opening act for the Supremes."
So I said, "Right o n !" packed up my
stuff and went to Canada. I was
there for about a year, and nothing
ever happened. We just worked
really hard. We didn’t have to worry
about a gig, because the guitar
player owned the club. He was
about the most untalented person
I ’d ever seen! Couldn’t sing,
couldn’t play the guitar, and he
wasn’t funny. Now he’s making a
mint! That was Tommy Chong from
Cheech and Chong.
hen Martha and the Vandellas

T

passed through. Their manager
heard me play and told Martha
check me out. She came down and
offered me the job. That was 1967,
when the whole Motown thing got
started for me.
At the Motown offices, there was
a big card with everybody’s work
schedule on it. Groups that couldn’t
afford to have their own rhythm sec
tion on salary would look at the
schedules and pick players they
liked, then ask if you could go on the
road for a couple of weeks. As a

result, I had a chance to play with
everybody in Motown.
At that time, Motown had a Christ
mas party every year. Everybody
with a contract with Motown appear
ed all on one show. While one group
was playing, all the other people
were out in the wings, singing with
you. While Martha was doing

It was really a
musical family. If
one guy was
having a difficult
month, all the
musicians would
throw in five, ten,
fifteen bucks, and
go over to the
guy’s house and
say, “ Hey, man,
take care of the
bills, get some
to
food in for your
family. ” They
really looked out
for each other.
"Dancin’ In The Streets,” the Four
Tops, the Supremes, Gladys and
Smokey and all the others on the
sides were just like one big family.

Back then, Motown didn't put the
musicians’ names on the record
jackets. They didn’t get them on
until Marvin Gaye started putting
them on his...I played over in Lon
don with the Temptations, and they
recorded The Temptations Live At
The Talk Of The Town. On the Brit
ish version, they had all the credits
right on the back, but when the al
bum got over here Stateside, they
took them off and used all the re
views and newspaper clippings in
stead.
It was a very, very positive exper
ience for me... When all that was
happening, my lifestyle was starting
to change too. I started to think
more about the business side,
about what was going to happen
after that big dynasty started to
fall...I’ve always been a person who
can sort of foresee things and make
my plans... When I was in London, at
The Talk Of The Town, I met all of
the former Beatles, and I was on
George Harrison's next album, My
Sweet Lord. Ringo Starr and I got to
be really tight, we did a lot of talking.
He was saying, "Every seven years
your lifestyle changes." At that time
I was 28. He said, "Look, it ’s time;
you’re starting to get more into the
business side of things now, and
that’s what's going to happen. ”
It was true. I had just agreed to
endorse Cameo Drum Company’s
products, and while I was in London
I was even doing a little work for
them on the side. I was a business
major in college, after my music
scholarship ran out. So when I got
back to the States I was holding
down two jobs... When I was touring
with the Temptations, I would send

OLD TOWN SALOON
NOW HAS LIVE MUSIC
Wednesdays ladies are treated to 75c off all
drinks in the house and no cover charge.
Fridays and Saturdays there is after hours
until 4:00 a.m.
Sundays you get tw o drinks for the price of one
from 9:00 p.m. until midnight.
Park free across the street and dance at
Portland’s w estside live country music bar.
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the drum company my itinerary, and
they’d send me a list of all the music
dealers in those towns. I ’d do a con
cert, then catch a flight at two or
three in the morning and fly to the
next town, check in, get up again
about eight, get dressed, and hit all
the music dealers to check on the
product — / was a sales rep and a
clinician. About one I ’d go back to
the hotel to get some sleep, get up
at six for the concert— then bags
packed and the same thing again.
We did one-nighters like that for
three weeks or a month at a time.

book and go spend time with that
lady.
When the Temptations were off,
I ’d fly down to Chanute, Kansas,
where the main office for Cameo
Drums was located. I spent a lot of
time with the owner, who was only a
few years older than me, so we

tain things, living like somebody in
the penthouse. And I did it. So now I
don’t have to do that anymore.
What got me out of it was I quit
the Temptations because the drum
company was being sold, and I got
first bid on it. I started working really
hard on that, had a couple of million

“...real fast.”

y

ou played a lot of grooves back

then, you had to play a groove
for a long time. The Temptations
were the main act, but I had to play
for anybody on the show who didn ’t
have his own drummer. There were
times, like at the Apollo Theatre in
New York, where we would do five
shows a day. I ’d get off the stand
after an hour and a half soaking wet,
barely able to walk, and all I had
time to do was get a towel and wipe
off, go to the bathroom, change
clothes real quick and go back on.
The shows started around noon and
we wouldn’t finish until midnight. It
was pretty intense.
I lived in a lot of places in those
Mel Brown with the
days, New York, Memphis, Nash
ville... I used to do some crazy
things. There wasn’t any particular
could relate to each other. He had a
place I called home, and I had girl
Lear Jet and would pick me up at the
friends all over, clothes in every clo
Kansas City airport and fly me back
set. When I ’d finish a gig, I ’d spin a
to Chanute...I was moving real fast
beer bottle, and whichever direction
in those days, real fast. But I dug it. I
it pointed, I'd pull out my telephone
kind of had a dream about doing cer

Supremes in Mexico.
aires as backers, the whole bit. We
were all ready to go, and then the
energy crisis hit. I had a lot of people
lined up, and we were set to manu
facture the perfect drum set. But the
raw materials had to come from

Japan, so it didn't happen.

“...the groupintown.”
U l f hat brought me back to PortW W land was my dad being in a
car wreck. It was 1973, and I ’d been
away for eight years. I wanted to get
back to let my family know that all
the sacrifices they'd made for us six
kids weren't in vain, to let them
know that I was still the same Mel
Brown they knew before I left. So I
came back to take pre-law courses
at PSU, to help me with the business
side of things. My situation with the
Temptations was that at the end of
the summer I'd call them and maybe
go back to work. But when I called
they kept putting me on hold. So I
said, "All right, I'll just stay around
tow n," and decided to put a jazz
scene together. Because there was
no jazz here then; I couldn’t even
find a jam session. I went by and
talked to George Fracasso at the
Prima Donna, and Friday night of
the week we started there was
already a line around the place.
There was a line around there for a
long time, because I had the group
in town as far as jazz g o e s .. . . But
then I got a call to do some things
with the Supremes. I thought I was
going out for a few one-nighters,
but it turned into two years.
I started the drum shop with Greg
Warner in 1975, because I didn't
want to have a hassle with club
owners about the pay. I had been
out there, doing milestone stuff, but
because I was going to be in town
for a period of time they’d say,

WWW

Clinton St. Quarterly 19

“ Well, you’re a local musician now,
we can offer you any kind of money. ”
And when I wasn’t working on the
road, I ’d have to take it to keep the
job. I wanted to be able to say, “ I have
something; I don’t have to play at your
particular club. "
I got married again, we had a baby,
and I just wasn't into being on the
road for a while. And I think it was
good for me to get off the scene.
When I was out there with the Temp
tations, I was the drummer, and all the
cats tried to match the Temptations.
Getting out kind of got their minds off
me for a minute, so they didn’t get
burned out listening to just me. But in
1978 I started going out on the road
again, and I ’ve been on and off the
road ever since. In April, I go with
Diana Boss again for another tour.

“I want to be
entertained.”
L J o r tla n d is a good place for a
■
jazz person to work; w e’ve got
more going on here than in most
other places, and I feel I ’m respon
sible for a lot of it...Some of the play
ers around town have trouble
getting enough gigs, they don't have
much of a following even though
they’re good jazz players. But some
times the musicians hurt the gigs
themselves...You're going to a gig in
jeans and tennis shoes, play for
forty minutes then take forty-five
minutes off...who wants to go to a
club to hear that? If you’re doing a
gig, be clean, take care of business,

and do some things people can re
late to.
This is where the traditional jazz
thing comes in. When I first came
back, everybody was trying to play a
lot of avant-garde stuff. I couldn’t re
late to it, I couldn’t understand what
they were playing, and a lot of those
musicians didn’t understand it
either. They thought it was the hip
thing to do...I like to keep the highhat going, a little pulse, something
you can pop your fingers to. They’d
say that was old-fashioned, but most
of those guys played avant-garde
because they couldn’t keep time.
That thing was just an excuse.../ put
myself in the position of a customer
in the audience, and when I go to
hear somebody, I want to leave With
a good feeling, rather than saying,
“ Wow, that was really h ip ." I want
to be entertained.
I look at people like Cannonball
Adderly, because Cannonball had a
nice rapport with the audience, and
the people always came out to hear
him. Even though they might not
understand everything he was doing
technically,
they
enjoyed his
presentation. And that’s a big part of
the music business. You have to do
something good musically, but still
entertain. If people don't understand
what you’re doing, it turns them off.
The main thing is that they feel what
you’re doing. Any instrument is just
an amplifier: it should amplify what
you feel inside.

like to think of myself as a group
player. I ’m not out to do a whole
bunch of flash so they’ll look at me. I
don't have to prove anything to any

/

body. As long as I prove it to'myself,
I ’ll be happy and I can sleep good at
night. So I've gotten a little past the
competitive stage...! listen a lot, I've
got very big ears because of study
ing so hard, really studying rhythms.
So when the piano player or sax
player is doing something with an
idea, I know where he’s going to end
up before he gets there. I'll follow
right along with what somebody’s
doing, and when they're finished I ’ll
extend that rhythm, like passing it
back and forth. Somebody makes a

I get a big reward
out of seeing
somebody grow.
But one of the
stipulations I
make is that once
a student of mine
gets it together, if
somebody comes
to him and wants
some answers, I
want it passed on
to them. I try to
teach a player to
be a good person.
statement, I'll take that idea and add
to it, then they’ll pick it up right
where I leave off....

A lot of times when guys play, i t ’s
not really a unit sound. The guy’s out
front doing a solo, and the drummer
behind him is trying to solo too, or at
least get some attention... This is
one of the problems around town to
day because there's only a handful
of groups that really work as a unit
all the time. The rest have to gig
around, and the music suffers from
it. You get five guys, they all have a
basic idea of what’s going to be
done with the melody, but most of
the time these groups are feeling
their way through the night. And the
audience can feel that too. If more
groups would actually get it
together, it would make it nicer for
the listeners. But the problem is
mostly economic.
What has helped pick things up is
the Jazz Society of Oregon. They
were shuffling along for a while, but
when Jim and Mary Brown first got
that Otter Crest thing going in 1978,
it really gave them a big shot in the
arm. Another person who helped
sustain jazz here was George
Page...But the people who come out
and support jazz here are the people
who grew up on jazz, and there’s
enough clubs now so that those
people are coming back out. These
are older people, some older than
me, not just the beer-drinking set.
And they are sophisticated people.

..they haven’t heard
me really dig in.”
Bebop and straightahead jazz is
my favorite kind o f music, but I like
to play all styles, and there's no con-
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flict between playing Motown and
jazz. If I were to just play jazz all the
time, I'd love it of course, but it
would eventually become a routine
thing unless I was able to play with a
lot of different people. So by doing
my thing out on the road, it works
out well. I do the thing with Diana
Ross, make my bucks, and then the
gig is over with. After hours, I look
for all the jazz clubs. In quite a few
cities I ’m known more for being a
jazz player than for the other
thing...The people here in Portland
have never really heard me play a
lot of jazz on that level. They’ll see
me doing the slow tunes, with
brushes, and they’ll go, “ Oh well,
Mel Brown, he's a good trio
drummer. ” Maybe they’ve heard me
with the Big Band, but they haven’t
really heard me dig in like I did with
Richie Cole.
And that’s where I want to go. I ’ve
played with Dexter (Gordon), I ’d like
to play with people like that for a
while. But first off I'd like to put my
self in a financial position where I
can get all the way into it. They don't
make a lot of bread, but I ’d like to
check it out mainly because half of
the guys recording right now were
students of mine when I was with
the Temptations.
The Richie Cole gig was fun. “ You
play the drums the way I want to
hear them behind h im ," he said. It's
not like he wanted me to play this
way or that way; it was just a natural
thing and I heard it. The way I played
it was as if to say, “ Hey, I know
exactly where you’re going." And
that really gassed him. So we had
some fun. And that’s why Dizzy’s so
popular too. Wherever Dizzy plays,

people are going to come out, be
cause besides playing good music,
he's going to have something to say,
he's going to talk in the microphone.
A lot of groups come out and play,
but they won't say anything in be
tween. So again I look at Cannon
ball, and say, “ Hey, that’s the way I
want to have fun." Because that's
what music is supposed to be, fun.

“...it’s myjob to
pass it on.’’
just recorded ten tunes with my

/

trio. Phil is twenty-three ■(Phil
Baker, bass), and George is twentyfour (George Mitchell, piano),
they’re guys I brought along. That’s
been a big help to me in getting the
kind of group sound I want. Older,
established musicians have a
steady way of doing things, and it ’s
hard to change them. But with
George it was different: I followed
him when he was still in high school.
We did some talking and I said,
“ Check out some of the older
players, go back and find out where
the music comes from .” And that's
what he did. He really studied. And
they're both really coming along.
So even if I could get all my bread
from playing, I probably wouldn’t let
teaching go, because I enjoy pass
ing on some knowledge, knowledge
that I don't own. It was passed on to
me, so it ’s my job to pass it on to the
younger player who's really serious.
I get a big reward out of seeing
somebody grow. But one of the
stipulations I make is that once a

among teenagers now is because
they don’t have a sense of direction
and no one takes the time to spend
with them...I haven’t been able to
put a lot of time into these kids be
cause I ’ve been so busy on the
road...The main thing is, I just don’t
have much time to myself. I ’m
treading water now because I ’m
trying to do too many things at once.
Right now, I don’t have a good,
clear-cut plan for what I want to do
with my life. I do want to play more
again, I definitely like to play. I ’d just
like to get away from the business
for a while. Like Ringo said, every
seven years your lifestyle changes.
So the business thing went from
twenty-eight, and I ’m thirty-seven
now. I ’m starting to turn another cor
ner. But I want to make sure it's a
positive corner. At a younger age
you can always recoup, but at this
age I ’m covering my bases. And I
think I'm in a pretty good position:
I ’ve got the drum shop, I can still
teach, and of course I ’ll always be
able to get a gig, because I don't
have any trouble reading, and basic
ally I can play any style of music.
I ’ve done so much in my life,
nothing’s going to throw me for a
loop.

student of mine gets it together, if
somebody comes to him and wants
some answers, I want it passed on
to them. I try to teach a player to be
a good person.

“...another corner.’’
lot of kids parents now are
people I grew up with,
because when I was growing up I

We didn’t have to
worry about a gig,
because the guitar
player owned the
club. He was
about the most
un talented person
I’d ever seen!
Couldn’t sing,
couldn’t play the
guitar, and he
wasn’t funny. Now
he’s making a
mint! That was
Tommy Chong
from Cheech and
Chong.
was totally ensconced in the
community. A lot of the wrongdoing
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Bach, Beethoven
and Baseball.

People who prefer Bach, Brahms and Beethoven used to have a
hearing problem. Unless you played your own tapes and records, it was hard to
hear the three B’s.
But now that KKSN AM 91 has changed its playing habits—we’ve switched on
Bach, Brahms and Beethoven—you can hear these (and other) remarkable maestros all day long.
Along with book, theatre, movie and wine reviews (in the AM from 6 to 9).
And, if you want to know what the Mariners are doing (our other B)
you can find out most evenings around 8 to 10:30 p.m. After that, there’s a little
end-of-the-evening jazz.
Now that you know we can improve your hearing, tune in today. We’re light on baseball.
Light on jazz. And heavy on classical.
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KILLING
OUR OWN
by Norman Solomon
and Harvey Wasserman

The following is an excerpt from Killing Our Own, Delacorte Press,
1982. It is now available at most local bookstores.

The First Atomic veterans
ike many millions of other Americans.
Marine corporal Lyman Eugene Quig
ley reacted tonews about Hiroshima
and Nagasaki with relief in August 1945.
Atall, large-framed, handsomemanwith
straight black hair, bushyeyebrows anda
friendly countenance. Quigleyhadenlisted
inthe Marines soon after Pearl Harbor, at
the age of 20. Leaving his lob assembling
electric motors in his native Illinois,
Quigley went through boot camo and
advanced training In California; by soring
1943, he was on a troop carrier In the
south Pacific, headedtoAustralia andNew
Zealand.

L

As part of the Second Marine Division, during more than two years in the
Pacific, he saw combat at Tarawa, Okinawa, then Tinian and Saipan.
Quigley remained in the Mariana Islands, working in a Marines bulldozer
crew, clearing away an air base for B-29s loaded with explosive bombs and
— twice — with atomic weapons.
“All we knew as the war was over, and some kind of special bomb had
been dropped,” Lyman Quigley recollected a third of a century later. “All I
was thinking was, the war was over, I’m coming back. We were so happy, we
were going home. But it didn’t turn out that way. Unfortunately.” After the
long-awaited formal surrender took place on Sept. 2, Quigley’s orders sent
him not home, but toward Nagasaki.

later. “ Really, we were ignorant
about what the hell the bomb
was. We had no idea what we
were going to see. We weren’t
given any instructions whatso
ever. We were amazed, shocked
— and yet stupefied.” It was a
grisly scene. Corpses were still
being burned in the open air.
“ Women’s hair was falling out,
the men all had their heads
shaved, and all of them had run
ning sores pn their heads, ears,
all over.”
At the time, gruesome as the
panorama of suffering was, it
seemed to involve only other peo
ple’s problems. Quigley and fel
low members of Company C, 2nd
Pioneer Battalion, 2nd Marine
Division, made their way up a
steep hill from the docks; about
150 strong, the Marines of Com
pany C billeted at a partially de
stroyed concrete schoolhouse up
the hill from the spot over which
the atomic bomb had exploded.
Orders from above did not in
clude any unusual precautionary
guidelines or provisions. Quigley
and his buddies drank city reser
voir water and worked in the
midst of the most heavily dam
aged area without any protective
clothing or special gear. They
were not provided with radiation
dose badges or any other equip
ment to measure their exposure
to radioactivity.
Quigley was in charge of a
Marine bulldozer crew razing
what was left of wrecked struc
tures, cleaning up rubble, clear
ing out roads, and leveling the
ground. For Company C Marines,
'the long days settled into a busy
routine amidst the dusty debris
— bulldozing, hauling, standing
guard duty in the blast center area
by day, sleeping in the makeshift
camp at the schoolhouse by
night. Quigley bought some silk
kimonos for his sister and some
young women friends back home. ‘
But there was little time or incen
tive for sightseeing.
Toward the end of autumn
many of the Marines were sent
out of Nagasaki. On Nov. 4, after
43 days of working in the radio
active rubbish of Nagasaki, Cor
poral Quigley received a Good
Conduct medal (“ We used to call
it a Ruptured Duck,” he quipped
with a chuckle) and later that

month shipped back to the
States.
“ When I got back, I had burn
ing, itching, running sores on the
top of my head and the top of my
ears,” Quigley recalled. The sores
looked to him like those on Naga
saki’s residents. He called the
running sores to the attention of a
doctor during a routine discharge
examination in December 1945.
“ They listed that in my medical
records as a fungus, which is
wrong — I know that now.” Also:
“ I had a warm feeling in my lips. I
remember that distinctly.”
On Dec. 21, 1945, Lyman
Eugene Quigley received an hon
orable discharge from the Marine
Corps. On the surface his military
service had the trappings of a tra
ditional all-American tale. The
troubling radioactive underside,
with its ironic and disturbing
twists, would not become ap
parent to him for decades.

ALegacy
comes Home
n the fall of 1946 — a year

I

after the atomic bombings
of Japan— Lyman Quigley
settled down in Portland,
Oregon, where he went to
work for the city transit
company operating streetcars
and buses. Very soon he began
suffering acute abdominal at
tacks. “ I’d wake up and be
doubled up in pain at night. It kept
getting more and more severe. I
got haggard-looking. I ca n ’t
describe it to you. You’d have to
go through it to know what it is.
Excruciating.” In December 1951,
doctors removed Quigley’s ap
pendix. The severe stom ach
pains, however, persisted. He
later developed stomach tumors.
One day, in March 1953, Quig
ley’s lungs hemorrhaged sudden
ly, bleeding for over a week. A
scar formed on a lung. He was 31
by then — married, and a father.
“ The doctors told me they
couldn’t figure out what was go
ing on. This is when I first got a
suspicion.” More than 25 years
later, his memory was vivid about
the day in the summer of 1953
when he spoke to his doctor

about the bulldozer work in Naga
saki’s radioactive rubble. “ The
doctor starts to diagram on the
blackboard about the atom and
the half-life and all this stuff. And
all of a sudden he turns to me and
says, ‘I wish you wouldn’t come
see me anymore.’ ”
In the late 1950s, a painful lump
grew out of Quigley’s head. Sur
gery removed the tumor, diag
nosed as a lipoma (tumor of fatty
tissue). Later doctors took out “ a
tumor about the size of a hen
egg” from the back of his knee.
Pain and weakness in his legs
persisted. By this time Quigley
was having trouble breathing; he
w as d ia g n o s e d as h a v in g
“ chronic obstructive lung d i
sease.” At the age of 43, he suf
fered a heart attack — the first of
five.
Missed work and medical bills
outstripped insurance coverage
by many thousands of dollars.
“ We borrowed on the house, bor
rowed money on the car, bor
rowed money on the insurance
policies we had,” Quigley re
counted. In the early 1970s, wor
sening health problems forced
him into retirement. M onthly
Social Security disability pay
ments of about $300 and a Team
sters union pension of $140 did
little to ease the financial strain.
His wife of a quarter century, Ber
nice, started working in hospitals
to counter the awesome financial
toll.
For a score of years, with
in c re a s in g in te n s ity , Lyman

mile from Nagasaki’s nuclear
blast center, “ there was a fall-out
at the Nishiyama reservoir area,
where a total dosage of as much
as 100 roentgens may have been
delivered” — a serious dose of
radiation if absorbed into the
human body.
Quigley had attempted to file a
claim for service-connected bene
fits with the Veterans Adminis
tration in the fall of 1973, con
tending that his severe health
deterioration resulted from radi
ation exposure while a Marine in
Nagasaki. The VA official he
spoke with dissuaded Quigley
from filing a claim, saying there
was no chance of approval. Two
years later Quigley went back and
insisted on filing a claim. In
January 1976, the VA issued a
denial.
After a hearing in Portland the
following year, the VA sent him a
ruling dated March 10, 1978, re
affirming the rejection. “ Service
connection for residuals of radia
tion exposure involving the heart,
lung, stomach, head and knee is
not warranted,” the VA decision
declared. “ His present disabili
ties have been determined to be
of non service-connected origin.”
In Nagasaki, “ radioactivity de
cayed very fast and was all gone
within five weeks of the blast,”
said a scrawled VA memo in Quig
ley’s claim file. In a 1976 letter, Dr.
John D. Chase, then chief medi
cal director of the VA, wrote:
“ Navy records indicate that ships
did not approach Nagasaki until

years for half of its deadly alpha
radiation to decay. Other radio
active isotopes left by an atomic
bomb include strontium 90, a
“ bone-seeking” form of radioac
tivity remaining highly toxic for
many decades, and cesium 137 —
which is assimilated by muscles.
Lyman Q uigley pursued a
hunch. He suspected that his was
not an unusual case among veter
ans, now scattered throughout
the United States, who had trav
eled up that Nagasaki hill with
him as part of Company C, 2nd
Pioneer Battalion, 2nd Marine
Division.
After three decades it was not
easy to track down Marine bud
dies from the Nagasaki clean-up
days. Adding to the logistical
obstacles for Lyman Quigley, life
had long since become almost
steady pain. Utilizing old address
books, yellowed letters, and tele
phone directory assistance, by
the end of 1978 he had located
five men of the Company C
Marines.

In the small town of Sparta in
the eastern Tennessee moun
tains, Junior Hodge — who was
with Quigley on the bulldozers in
Nagasaki — had been living with
chronic anemia for the past 20
years. “ Seems like all my
strength is going out of me,”
Hodge told us. One of his testes
had become enlarged, while the
other, with a small growth on it,
had almost disappeared. “ I ain’t
got much money, and I can’t af
ford to go to doctors,” he drawled
mournfully. Hodge’s chronology
of stomach and lung afflictions
was virtually identical to Lyman
Quigley’s.
In Pittsburgh, Quigley tracked
down John Zotter; in Toledo,
Ohio, Willard Good; in Berwyn, Il
linois, Philip Leschina; across
town in Portland, William Gender.
In addition, Quigley located the
mother of Floyd Crews, who had
been part of the Company C bull
dozing detail; he had died in 1972.
Quigley took extensive notes
and accumulated medical records

Victim of the blast in neighboring Hiroshima.

“The doctor starts to diagram on the
blackboard about the atomand the haltlite and all this stun. And all of a sudden
he turns to me and says. ‘I wish you
wouldn’t come see me anymore.’”
Quigley had read everything he
could get his hands on about
atomic fallout and radiation ef
fects. In Radiation, an authorita
tive book by Ralph E. Lapp and
Jack Schubert, he found docu
m entation that the Nagasaki
reservoir water he and fellow
Marines had drunk so freely was
probably radioactive. About a

so long after the atomic blast that
any residual radiation which
might have existed would have
been negligible.”
But by now Quigley understood
that the Nagasaki bomb exploded
with plutonium, known to lodge in
human lungs and other internal
soft tissue; plutonium diminishes
so slowly that it will take 24,000

“ We walked into Nagasaki un
prepared, and we were shocked
as hell at what was there,” Lyman
Quigley remembered many years

*

Lyman Quigley at home. At first it seemed to involve only other people’s
prooiems.

Nagasaki — The day after the bombing.

Clinton

uarterly

Photograph by Mark Albanese

Photograph by Yosuke Yamahata

Photograph by Shunkichi Kikuchi

Clinton St. Quarterly

25

and affidavits. A pattern was
emerging, with some strikingly
sim ilar ailments among the seven
of them. Hodge, Good, Gender,
Crews, and Quigley suffered
severe lung difficulties, at times
requiring surgery, and in all cases
causing chronic breathing prob
lems for decades. Consistent in
testinal attacks, often within a
few months after leaving Naga
saki, became long-term realities
of life for Hodge, Zotter, Gender,
Crews, and Quigley; each of
those men also experienced per
sisting painful conditions in their
legs. And a pronounced chronic
infestation of unusual weeping
skin sores or ulcerations had
been suffered by Hodge, Zotter,
Good, Gender, and Quigley.
Most of the men spoke of feel
ing run down by the time they
reached middle age — as though
they were much older than their
chronological years. Time after
time, medical specialists had
been puzzled about their a fflic
tions.
By mid-1979, Quigley had reached
a total of fifteen men — or their
next of kin — who had been sta
tioned with him at that roofless
Nagasaki schoolhouse. Dispersed
all over the United States and un
aware of each other’s postwar
medical woes, most of the men ex
perienced agonizing health prob
lems at an unusually early age. Six
suffered heart attacks, four of them
fatal, before the age of 50. Serious
lung ailments, ongoing acute
stomach pains, bizarre skin afflic
tions, aching weakness in leg
bones — each of these physical
difficulties, occuring at young
ages, was reported for about half of
the fifteen Company C veterans
tracked down.
Little more than an hour’s drive
from Quigley’s Portland home, in
the southern W illamette Valley
town of Lebanon, lived Company
C veteran William Hoover. “ Bill
had, been lucky, or so he
t h o u g h t, ” J u a n ita H o o v e r
reflected a year after Quigley had
located her husband. But rapidfire events ended the Hoovers’
feelings of good fortune. In quick
succession, Bill Hoover’s wife re
called, “ he had a tumor removed
from his hip and a skin cancer
from his ear — also a testicle
operation. Then on Oct. 15, 1979,
he discovered he had lung can
cer. He had surgery immediately.
It had grown so rapidly it had at
tached itself to the sac around
the heart. They removed twothirds of his right lung.” Hoover
nearly died on the operating
table.
The fifteen former Marines’
health histories that Quigley doc
umented represented about a
tenth of the total number of Com
pany C servicemen with him in
Nagasaki. The fifteen had been a
fairly random sampling and had
turned up a conspicuous pattern
of early onset of particular
diseases. W hat’s more, Quigley
pointed out, he had begun to do
what the U.S. Government had
always been in a far better posi
tion to accom plish, with its
resources and access to records;
but the government had never
tried, refusing even to lend a hand
to Quigley’s efforts.
For Lyman Eugene Quigley —
veteran of Tarawa, Okinawa, and
other bloody battles in the Pacific
during World War II — the most
tenacious foes turned out to be
severe health impairment team
ing up with a recalcitrant U.S.
Government. The new evidence
he had uncovered didn’t seem to
make any difference to the Vet
erans Administration, which turned
down his claim again. “ I got a w ill
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power to live,” Quigley said as he
leafed through stacks of negative
replies under official United States
Government letterheads. “ I ain’t
giving up yet. I’m not ready.” He
continued his research work, until
a fifth heart attack killed him in spr
ing 1980, at the age of 58.
A few hours after the funeral,
Bernice Quigley drove across
Portland to meet a group of Jap
anese atomic bomb survivors
who were visiting the city as part
of a speaking tour. As she talked
to them, she learned that a num
ber of her late husband’s ail
ments, including odd purple
spots that would come and go
and reappear on his legs, were
quite familiar to the Japanese vis
itors who had lived in Hiroshima
and Nagasaki when the atom

a 200-yard radius of their home, in
the space of a dozen years.
And there were other worries.
One-fifth of the male high school
graduates of the 1950s and early
1960s in Cedar City discovered
they were sterile, a particularly
grievous condition in a Mormon
culture which places great stress
on holy edicts to raise large
families. For those who became
parents, there were fears of gen
etic damage.
Elizabeth Catalan, who was a
teenager while growing up in
southwest Utah during the 1950s,
lost her father to leukemia when
he was 43, and a sister to com pli
cations from an enlarged thyroid.
A surviving sister’s daughter re
mained on her mind: “ I watched
my beautiful little niece, Kay’s
child, cope with the birth defect

Most of the men spoke of feeling run
down by the time they reached middle
age —as though they were much older
than their chronological years. Time
after time, medical specialists had been
puzzled about their aftllcations.
bombs fell. For Bernice Quigley,
newly widowed, an insidious
irony had completed a painful full
circle.

Downwind
Residents
outinely, large atomic
clouds blew from the
Nevada Test Site to
rural communities like
Enterprise — a small
town, more than 100
miles away in south
western Utah, surrounded by pro
ductive farms and arid grazing
country dotted with sagebrush
and juniper trees.
The same year nuclear testing
began, a boy named Preston
Truman was born near Enterprise.
His parents, ranchers and farm
ers, taught Preston to ride a horse
at the same time he learned to
walk. “ I can remember,” he would
recall, “ several times getting up
with the rest of the family and
driving out to my father’s farm in
the moments before dawn and
watching the western sky light up
with the flash from the bombs in
Nevada approximately 112 miles
away. I remember on occasion
hearing the sound waves come
over. I remember later in the
mornings watching on a couple of
occasions clouds come over. To a
little child that didn’t mean much.
The atomic tests were very much
a part of our lives.”
When he was in high school,
Preston Truman was diagnosed
with a form of cancer called
lymphoma. Chemotherapy and
other medical treatment over the
n e xt 13 years c o s t a b o u t
$100,000. As was true for all other
downwind residents, the govern
ment did not provide a penny. But
Truman was relatively lucky. In
1980, he was in remission from
the usually fatal lymphoma. Out
of nine children who were his
friends in the immediate area of
Enterprise when he was a child,
Truman was the only one who
reached the age of 28. The rest
died of leukemia or cancer.
Forty miles east of Enterprise,
in Cedar City, Blaine and Loa
Johnson buried their 12-year-old
daughter in 1965. She died of leu
kemia. A total of seven leukemia
cases occurred for people within
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that left her with a ganglia that
doubled the size of her tongue
and wound around, like a weed,
inside her neck and down into her
sh o u ld e r.” Elizabeth Catalan
thought too about girls she grew
up with, now women, coping with
aftermaths of miscarriages and
physical abnormalities in their
children.
When Beth Catalan became
pregnant, the fetus dissolved in
utero. “ One of the things I always
wanted to be was a mother,” she
told a citizens’ commission in
quiry in Washington in 1980, ad
ding that, “ you run a Geiger coun
ter over my body and it’ll click.”
She decided not to take the risk
of trying again to give birth to a
baby.

Powell filmed on the sandy dunes
outside of St. George, Utah. They
were there for three months.
A quarter-century later John
Wayne, Susan Hayward, Agnes
Moorehead, and Dick Powell had
all died of cancer. Wayne, a heavy
smoker, succumbed to cancer of
his lungs, throat, and stomach in
1979; Hayward died of skin,
breast, and uterine cancer in
1975; Moorehead passed away
from uterine cancer in 1974.
Another star of the movie, Pedro
Armendariz, developed kidney
cancer in 1960 and was later
struck with terminal cancer of the
lymphatic system. Dick Powell
died from, lymph cancer when it
spread to his lungs in 1963.
The coin cid e n ce of these
cases was placed into a larger
pattern when People magazine
researched the s u b s e q u e n t
health of the entire Hollywood en
tourage that had worked on loca
tion in St. George. They found
that out of 220 people in the cast
and crew, 91 had contracted can
cer by late 1980, and half of the
cancer victims had died of the di
sease. (This survey did not in
clude the couple of hundred local
American Indians who served as
extras in the film.)
“ With these numbers, this case
could qualify as an epidemic,” re
marked University of Utah radio
logical health director Dr. Robert
C. Pendleton. For two decades
Pendleton had been warning that
radioactive “ hot spots” remained
in numerous Utah locations, even
after atmospheric testing had
ceased. Added Dr. Ronald S.
Oseas of the Harbor UCLA Medi
cal Center: “ It is known that radia
tion contributes to the risk of can
cer. With these numbers, it is
highly probable that the Conquerer group was affected by that
additive effect.”
Ellen Powell, Michael Wayne,
and Susan Hayward’s son Tim
Barker had accompanied their
parents to the set in 1954. Tim
Barker told of his mother’s pro

Andthere were other worries, one-fltth
of the male high school graduates of the
1950s and the early 1960s in cedar City
discovered they were sterile, a
particularly grievous condition in a
Mormon culture which places great
stress on holy edicts to raise large
families.

“Please, God,
don’t let us have
killed John Wayne.”
P e r h a p s some unlikely
victim s of the Nevada
test program were the
Hollywood cast and
film crew of Howard
H u g h e s ’ p ro d u c tio n
C o n q u e re r.
The
In 1954, John Wayne, Susan
Hayward and Agnes Moorehead,
and p ro d u c e r-d ire c to r D ick

tracted cancer: “ She was in a
fetal position, and she had lost
her swallowing reflex, she had
pneumonia and she had lost her
hair.” In 1968 he had a benign
tumor removed from his mouth.
Michael Wayne later suffered
from skin cancer. Barker echoed
the sentiments of many residents
downwind from the test site when
he asked, “ If the government
knew there was a possibility of
exposure, why didn’t they just
warn us?”
Federal nuclear authorities had
long been aware of the deep
resentment that had taken hold in
numerous communities within a
radius of several hundred miles of
the Nevada Test Site. But the
specter of culpability for the can
cer deaths of such popular public
figures caused concern at usually
stolid government bureaus. At the
Pentagon one official of the De
fense Nuclear Agency responded
to the news by murmuring,
“ Please, God, don’t let us have
•
killed John Wayne.”

IS YOUR BODY
GETTING YOU
DOW N?

Get The
Point.

EAST W IN D

ACUPUNCTURE CLINIC

Traditional Acupuncture & Chinese Botanicals

3804 SE Belmont St.
231-4101

ACUPUNCTURE
W O R KS.

Michael Kane, R.Ac.

NORTHWEST
FILM STUDY
CENTER
1219 SW Park Ave.
Portland, OR 97205
221-1156

SPRING HIGHLIGHTS

APRIL
19 MONDAY

RELAX IN OUR PRIVATE HOT TUB ROOMS

JACUZZI WHIRLPOOLS
CEDAR SAUNA AVAILABLE

OPEN DAILY AT
?HNOON
. , 7J DAYSAW EEK

CHOICE OF MUSIC
TOWELS FURNISHED

GIFT CERTIFICATES:

4747 S.E. Hawthorne

We’ve got the tools
and art supplies you need
to help express
your artistic point of view.

The Day After Trinity: J. Robert
Oppenheimer and the Atomic
Bomb — 7 p.m.
This acclaimed film focuses on the dramatic
events preceding the day hum ankinds first
atomic bomb shattered the desert sky over New
Mexico.

Eight Minutes to Midnight: A
Portrait of Dr. Helen Caldicott
— 8:45 p.m.
Mary Benjamin captures both Caldicott’s pas
sion and her ability to communicate as a p h y
sician about how radiation affects our bodies,
and our children and future generations.

21

WEDNESDAY

Becoming American — 8 p.m.

Popcorn Gift Ideas
CONSULT THE PROFESSIONALS
POPPERS SUPPLY COMPANY
340 S.E. 7th Portland, Oregon 97214
(503) 234-0576

A profile o f one Hm ong fam ily (refugees from
Northern Laos) from the time they are informed
o f their acceptance as immigrants, until they are
settled in Seattle.

MAY
1 SATURDAY
The Crimson Pirate — 2 p.m.
Burt Lancaster began his career as a circus acro
bat and nowhere is he more exuberant, daring
and mocking than in this film .

Stalker — 8 p.m.

ART MEDIA
820 S.W. 10th Ave.
Portland, Oregon
223-3724

LARGE SELECTION

WE BUY RECORDS

OF BOTH
NEW & USED

Many consider Andrei Tarkovski the greatest
Soviet director since Eisenstein. A return to
science fiction, Stalker is a profoundly disturbing
meditation on the possibility o f human
happiness.

6 THURSDAY
Brecht and the Film

CURRENT & PAST HITS
4 5 ’s — LP’s — 7 8 ’s
3 8 2 2 NE H M X I H I I ASI , OK. 92232

During May, we will be presenting a series o f
films featuring Brecht’s work fo r the cinema
(Thursdays) as well as the work o f some film 
makers who influenced Brecht and others who
were influenced by him (Saturday and Sunday
evenings).

Kuhle Wampe — 8 p.m.

Aneighborhood
tradition forthe
wholeeUy

SANDERS & DIXON
Lawyers
Routine Legal Services
AT FIXED RATES
• Debt Consolidation
-wage earner plans
• Debt Collection
Harassment Protection
• Consumer Bankruptcy
• Uncontested Divorce
• Basic Will

Superior Italian food and wines served in
a spirit of generosity and warmth.
Lunch: 11:30 - 2:00 pm Monday - Friday
Dinner: 5:00 -11:00 pm every night
Ask about our special banquet service
Reservations suggested
221-1195 • 2112 N.W Kearney

FOR FREE QUOTE
CALL 242-1440

This is Brecht’s legendary ‘‘workers’ film ” about
the desperate lives o f the unemployed living in a
tent city ghetto.

7 FRIDAY
Rock and Roll and Rhythm and
Blues Review — 8 p.m.
Filmed at the Apollo Theatre in New York.
Sarah Vaughn, Joe Turner, Nat King Cole,
Ruth Brown, Duke Ellington, and others.

15

SATURDAY

Sweet Movie — 7 and 9 p.m.
The subject o f the film is sex and politics.

16 SUNDAY
October (Ten Days That Shook the
World) — 8 p.m.

19 WEDNESDAY
Vietnam: An American Journey
— 8 p.m.
Robert Richter’s seven-week trip down Highway
1 from Hanoi to Saigon (Ho Chi Minh City),

27 THURSDAY
The Time It Takes: An Evening
With Roger Kukes — 8 p.m.

Also concentrating in
Consumer Credit Protection,
Family Law, Small Business,
Real Estate & Personal
Injury.

OPL
Participating Attorneys in
Oregon Prepaid Legal
Insurance Inc.

Ballow & Wright Bldg.
1727 NW Hoyt St.
Portland, Oregon 97209
Convenient to freeways
free parking - barrier
free access
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Perfume Oils
Bubble Baths
Moisture Lotions
For under

Portland film m aker and Film Center animation
instructor Roger Kukes will talk about the evo
lution o f his work over the last 17 years, show
his films, and talk about the creative process.
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FRIDAY

Vernon, Florida — 8 p.m.
The first film about metaphysics in the swamp,
Errol M o rri’s new film , like his Gates of Heaven,
is about private obsession.

Rush — 9 p.m.
The strange, compulsive, excruciating ritual o f
joining the exclusive sororities at the University
o f Mississippi is recorded here.

JUNE

$ 3 .0 0

3 THURSDAY
German Experimental Films from
the 1920s and 30s — 8 p.m.

10 THURSDAY

-248-9748

MondaySaturday
10-6

Ugetsu — 8 p.m.

17 THURSDAY
Seven Samurai — 8 p.m.

CALL 221-1156 FOR
COMPLETE SCHEDULE.
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THE CATBIRD SEAT
1231 SW WASHINGTON
PORTLAND. OR 97205
222-581 7
BOOKS FOR THE
O M N IV O R O U S READER

OPBi

ULLLELLE

9 30-930 MON - FRI
1000-5.30 SAT
1 2 0 0 -5 0 0 SUN

THIS AD GOOD FOR 20% OFF ON ANY BOOK
NO DISCOUNT ON TEXTBOOKS, MAGAZINES, OR
SPECIAL ORDERS

e e t B e e eEEU C B e
2 1 O S N . W . G L IS A N S T .
P O R TLA N D .

PH O

NE

O R EG O N

RON

9 7 210

(5 0 3 ) 2 4 8 -9 1 4 2

H IN C K L E Y

M ATT

L A B A D IE

TIRED OF THE SAME OLD CHINESE FOOD?
TRY SOMETHING DIFFERENT!
Chef Eugene Liu has over a dozen Hong Kong
specialties that you've never tasted before plus a full
Cantonese menu.
3384 S.E. Division

ORDERS TO GO: Call 232-5666

Lunch & Dinner Hours: Mon.-Thurs. 11 a.m.-11 p.m.
Fri. 11 a.m.-12 p.m.; Sat. 4 p.m.-12 p.m.; Sun. 4 p.m.-11 p.m.

Aoia Wankel & RedtaunoHl
ORIENTAL GOODS, GIFTS, IMPORTED FABRICS
JEWELRY, JVC TV, VIDEO, RADIO, CASSETTE.

5 32 5

E . B U R N S ID E . P O R T L A N D . O R E G O N 9 7 2 1 5

O P E N 7 DAYS A W E E K

PHONE (5 0 3 ) 2 3 2 -4 4 5 4

Asia

Vietnamese Restaurant
We have American, Chinese & Vietnamese food.

Also, food to go.

Don’t
worry...
Domino’s
Pizza
Delivers."
Relax Just give us a call.
In 30 minutes or less a
delicious, hot pizza will be
delivered to your door.
There’s no extra charge
for delivery.
• We use only 100% real
dairy cheese.
Drivers carry under $20.

5842 EAST BURNSIDE, PORTLAND
PHONE 231-0243

Limited delivery area
©1982 Domino’s Pizza, Inc.

ANTIQUES AND SMALL TREASURES
O p e n M on.-Sat. 11-5
231-8391
3564 S.E. H aw thorne Blvd.

Nick Ogilvie
Tina Ogilvie

$2.00
$2.00 off any 16” 2-item
or more pizza.
One coupon per pizza.
Fast, Free Delivery

YESTERSHADES
VICTORIAN STYLE LAMPSHADES
Silks & Satins with Fringes & Beads
Custom Designing to Suit Your Tastes & Needs

238-5755

Punjab Tavern

3534 S.E. Hawthorne
Portland, O regon 97214

(since 1945;

6517 S.E. Foster Rd.
7 A.M. to 2=30 AM.

774-7975

It starts out as a sandwich,
and ends up a . . . meal!

This card worth a ten cent beer
One per customer.
Be A PtmJabber!

Stephen Farris / Proprietor

FANCY, FANCIFUL, GOOD TASTING
l will cook for your parties (or cook with you)
Call Marie for getting the party you want
for the price you want

242-0158
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EPardSg
Fresh from the
turmoil of the Portland State stu
dent strike over the invasion of
Cambodia and related matters, I
sat typing a play in a tiny French
hotel room, windows thrown open
to the summer air. A French
teacher at the time, I made a bee
line for Paris each summer, gulp
ing up the kind of contrasts that
so often stim ulate writing. Sud
denly as I typed, a beam of light
began playing across my hands.
Looking up toward its source I
saw, for the first time, Brice
Lalonde, w ho, a p p ro p ria te ly
enough, was across the street
bending solar energy to his own
com m unication purposes with
the aid of a prism.
“ Are you a writer?” he shouted,
elfin-faced, laughing, framed in
his Paris rooftop skylight window.
“ Sure!” I shouted back, already
chuckling.
“ Meet me downstairs for a
drink at five !”
How could I not? And how
could I have known then that the
spritely, airborne creature I met
would, 10 years later, turn out to
be a buster of traditional French
political parties, a past and no
doubt future candidate for the
presidency of France, truly a
seeker of a politics new enough
and good enough to keep us all
airborne safely into the 21st
century?
Back in those days, Brice, too,
was still fresh from that formative
granddaddy of an u p risin g ,
France’s May 1968, in which the
rip p le e ffe c t from a P aris
centered student/worker strike
very surely altered the course of
French history. Brice still kept a
knotted coiled rope in his room,
one end tied to a beam, this make
shift ladder ready to serve as an
emergency escape route to the
ground six floors below. He
talked with a sense of urgency,
too, always at a rip-roaring pace.
He was especially eager to know
the details, language, and pre
occupations of the American stu
dent movement — Was it essen
tially Marxist? Had there been
Maoists? Were the factional bat
tles as stultifying as they had
been in Paris? Had people been
non-violent on the barricades or
not? And just as importantly —
Had there been some sort of
quantum leap in the level of
human relations, sexual included?
In France, nearly everyone talks
politics every day, and most peo
ple seem to read a daily news
paper geared to their segment of
the complex political pie. Stu
dents, particularly the intense
concentration of Parisian ones,
have long been forceful actors in
the political scene; it was the
powerful French National Union
of Students (UNEF) which had in i
tiated the eventually successful
move to end the Algerian War.
Brice Lalonde, a rather timid
student of the classics, had
joined the UNEF/Sorbonne just
like 40,000 other students at the
wildly overcrowded Sorbonne in
the early ’60s. By the time Brice
became president of the UNEF/
Sorbonne a few years later, the
association was huge, volatile,
with a thousand factions and ten
dencies simmering. He was liter
ally forced to learn the ambigui
ties of leadership, “ stuck be
tween the tree and the bark” (as

“ Gardens and
computers* my
s tre e t and my
planet* politics
and love* 1*11
ta k e it all!**

By Penny Allen
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he puts it), representing increas
ingly m ilitant students on the one
hand and interfacing on the other
with the Minister of Education
and the police.
These days, now that Brice is a
national figure, the press and
some politicians in France occa
sionally attack him for failing to
play the political game by the
rules, but it’s really nothing new
for him. Back in 1968, with French

workers building towards a na
tional strike, Brice and his co
horts bolted from the giant UNEF,
which was totally stymied by fac
tional battles. It was Brice and
friends who invented and an
nounced the news that the
government was closing the uni
versities, thereby igniting an ex
plosive situation, setting free, as
it were, 40,000 frustrated and ex
citable shock troops. As Brice

now puts it, the action ruined his
reputation as a responsible p o liti
cal person at the time, but it sure
helped bring on the glory of May
1968.
Three lessons emerged from
that era w h ich s till shape
Lalonde’s thinking as a political
figure today. First, it became ob
vious to him that much of the
political action occurring in ’68
did so outside the traditional,
Right/Left, ruling class vs. the
people axis. To abstract that one
level, it meant that there was
something newer afoot than the
usual contrast and struggle be
tween the idealist world view
based on ideas and the material
ist world view based on concrete
economic reality. Or, to go one
step further, maybe there was
another kind of political world
view besides the marxist class
struggle. What it was was not yet
clear.
Lalonde says, “ Philosophers
call such thing s paradigms,
which is to say that all science, all
fields of thought, politics, what
ever . . . are organized around cer
tain great ideas which dominate
an era. There are many ways to
understand, to interpret the
world, but it is one particular way,
the paradigm, which imposes it
self at a given moment in the his
tory of a society, by agreement of
its members. And perhaps the
paradigm was changing. That
concept, which was a liberation,
was new in ’68 and has helped
enormously since.”
The second lesson had to do
with the defense of territory,
which is a rather old-fashioned
notion not formerly included in
modern radical political analysis,
but is instead an approach which
eventually leads to advocacy of
localism, neighborhood politics.
In May 1968, the territory was the
Latin Quarter in Paris and, by ex
tension, the aura of “ ideal city” it
took on during the Events. “ It was
extraordinary, an unbelievable
solidarity,” says Brice. “ I saw
people come down to the street in
their pajamas to offer their car
keys so their cars could more
easily be used as part of the bar
ricades. I saw people dangle their
transistor radios out the windows
so the strikers could hear what
was being said about them. And
hearing about their actions at the
same time they were living them
was exactly what they wanted!”
The power of the radio to stim u
late a certain point of view,
almost a territorial point of view,
was humorously evoked during
Lalonde’s first campaign. And
localism is absolutely an essen
tial part of the politics of ecology.
The third lesson was sweet,
poignant even. The events of May
had also been a turning point for
human relations, particularly be
tween the sexes, much of it
based, according to Brice, on the
openness and generosity that
came from having known to
gether a moment of extreme dra
matic intensity. As he puts it, “ A
generation had seemingly re
solved its problems with sexual
ity, thereby leaving it free to take
up something else.” Brice writes
tenderly and touchingly of having
been raised in the country by only
women in his book Sur la Vague
Verte (Riding the Green Wave). He
and his sisters thrived in an ex
tended family that was really
more like a community than an
isolated nuclear family. It is this
sort of comfortable community
that often surfaces as an ideal
whenever Brice focuses on happy
times; it was certainly a reality
during the Events of May when
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“ many people loved each other.”

The Bicycle
Insight

B

made into an expressway. Very
much a committed city-bicyclist,
Brice looked towards the Social
ist Party (his inclination at the
time) and found no real position
against the expressway. It was
then that he happened to see, at

and waited, quite a while, he re
members, before someone called
about a meeting.
M ilitant’s baggage in hand,
Brice arrived at the ecologists’
door when the movement was
new, its literature sparse, its con

y the time I met Brice in

1970, he and his friends
were slowly but surely on the trail
of a new political paradigm. Ac
tually, maybe it was only a vague
yearning, but Brice raced around
on h1s bicycle, meeting with peo
The first time Brice ran for office was a great moment for the ecologists to try
ple, always talking, talking. Hav
all kinds of new and sometimes wild ideas. It was thus that France was first
out
ing moved in with his girl friend,
to “ pirate" radio. France has only two national centralized govern
introduced
Brice let me live a couple of sum
radio networks and only two similarly government-controlled
ment-controlled
mers in his tiny book-filled room
television channels. Many of those involved with the movement felt they ought to
under the roof, so I followed his
thinking through literature. Every
start a Radio-Verte (Green Radio) “to speak out against the silence and the noise
thing was there, but the newer
of society," to seize the possibility of broadcasting their own point of view. So
s tu ff was often science, or
Brice took the kind of action his public career sparkles with. Invited to appear on
science-fiction, or theory, like
France 1 TV just before the elections with all the leaders of all the other political
Thomas S. Kuhn’s wonderful The
parties, Brice took with him his “ bodyguard," who was actually carrying a
Structure of Scientific Revolu
powerful radio transmitter — he could simply turn it on and begin beaming a live
tions.
broadcast
all over Paris. At a certain moment when he had the floor, Brice held up
Brice was working in those
of which came his voice. Everyone was stupefied, so Brice said, “This
out
radio
a
years in a series of printing plants
is the first free radio broadcast live, right in front of you." And he went on with
and printshops, ultimately bewhat he had to say while everyone was so amazed they didn’t think to stop him.
comina a proofreader, sometimes
an editor, sometimes even an il
The French love such “ philosophical" acts and discuss them endlessly.
lustrator. It was during this time
that he came to despise the auto
mobile, as do many who live and
work in the dense center of Paris.
All of us, even those from
foreign lands, watched aghast as
his bakery, an amusing poster de
cerns still unanimated by actions,
the Paris urban planners built
picting the Cathedral of Notre
with neither theory nor program.
giant underground parking lots
Dame as a sort of center island
They decided to organize a bi
everywhere, under every monu
between the two sides of a free
cyclist demonstration for which
ment, inviting more and more
way. The caption read, “ No honk
Brice designed a poster. Eight
cars to thunder, herd-like, down
ing during services.” Brice saw
thousand people showed up!
the boulevards. Then came the
that the poster was from Friends
Shocked and exhilarated, the tiny
greatest absurdity: President
of the Earth with an address on
group launched the successful
Pompidou announced that the
the very quay projected to dis
popular effort to stop the Left
city must adapt to the automo
appear. Racing there, he found no
Bank freeway. They, and Brice,
bile. The Left Bank quay was to be
one, left a note offering to help,
began to understand they had

found something to be serious
about, something which made
sense in relation to previous m ili
tancy but meant something new,
too, by showing new power rela
tions, by adding new stakes to
what is known as a “ civic” exis
tence. Ecology at firs t was
thought to mean conservation
and rational use of resources, but
with a generation of “ sixtyeighters” on the loose, it should
have been safe to assume they
might seize upon such a move
ment and take it all the way to a
full-blown politics. The largest
problem, according to Brice, was
“ to invent a way to militate.
W ithout always arriving too late.
Ecology was always fighting
symptoms, like a new express
way, or the removal of a forest, or
some kind of pollution . . . but to
fight those objectives is to arrive
too late. We had to find the axis,
the paradigm, of all the diverse
outrages.”
In that period of struggle for a
focus, Brice at first thought the
automobile itself was an organiz
ing principle of sorts; after all, it
does hold sway over land use,
travel, industry, and health, not to
mention the imagination. But the
idea of the automobile eventually
came to seem merely the solution
and choice of an era, nothing
larger.

The Nuclear
Intrusion
I n 1972, having heard of Friends
™ of the Earth’s success in ban
ishing the freeway from the Left
Bank, a group in Alsace wrote
asking help in fighting the con
struction of a nuclear power plant
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in their midst. Brice plunged into
the available research and was
stupefied. Like many of a scien
tific bent, Brice had thought that
nuclear power meant progress,
that it was inevitable, and that
science would solve its problems.
Safety had been the only concern.
What emerged, as the French
ecology movement massively re
grouped around the nuclear
issue, was the beginning of their
politics, their program.
“ The nuclear question forced
us through a necessary stage,”
says Brice, “ in the sense that in
bumping up against something
hard again and again you slowly
come to understand the shape of
a political movement. The nuclear
controversy introduces the ques
tion of the kind of world we want
to live in, as well as questions of
what and how we consume, but
most especially, who and what
has the power to control human
life. Because any question of
energy is a question of the organi
zation and control of power distri
bution. Nuclear energy implies
giantism and rigorous control,
control from afar, the capacity to
start you up or to stop you or even
kill you, from a distance. Of
course, the human scale de
mands decentralization of power.
Solar energy could provide indi
vidual autonomy or local auton
omy, as desired.”
The nuclear question quickly
offered its even more violent face
in 1972 when an Australian
named Peter knocked at Brice’s
door in Paris to say that he was
there in the name of the Austral
ian people to ask that the French
stop their atom bomb tests in the
South Seas. “ You don’t even know
it’s going on!” said Peter. “ You

don’t even care! It’s tens of thou
sands of kilometers from here!
But it’s right on top of u s!” Brice
installed him in a room and began
putting Peter in touch with peo
ple. A coalition of 20 organiza
tions — trade unions as well as
parties — was formed to protest
nuclear testing, and Friends of
the Earth ended up occupying
Notre Dame, alo n g sid e the
Socialist Party, to show foreign
tourists they disagreed with their
government.
Peter and what eventually
became Greenpeace were orga
nizing an international flotilla of
boats and ships to sail into the
nuclear test zone to keep the
French from detonating the next
bomb. Friends of the Earth sug
gested that a representative from
the coalition should be sent
along. All the other organizations
in the coalition, which were part
of what is essentially the classi
cal “ le ft,” were uninterested,
thinking it a strange idea indeed
to send someone somewhere on
a boat! As Brice puts it, “ We were
disappointed by their attitude, but
just then we heard that JeanJacques Servan-Schreiber (editor
of the French equivalent of
Newsweek — L ’Express) had
spoken out against the tests.
Peter contacted him and we
learned that, besides him, there
were several others w illing to go
on one of the boats, a retired army
general and a prominent Catholic
Monsignor, for starters.”
There were incredible prob
lems putting together such an in
ternational flotilla on a kind of
soldier-of-fortune mission, but
within France, Brice was con
stantly and publicly cautious of
talking in the usual political cate

gories. “ W ith the Left, we
smashed up against hard lines, or
else d ifficu lt personalities. Their
responses seemed ritualistic and
inert. I couldn’t help thinking
about it a lot.”
But Brice and the strange

assortment did go to the south
seas test zone, sailing from New
Zealand, adding prestige and
press attention to the dramatic
first act of a new international

HEAD

political network. Interestingly
enough, the domestic ecology
front blossomed soon after that
in the finest pluralistic fashion.
Small and then larger groups
sprang up all over France, and the
entire movement connected with
Friends of the Earth met often
locally and internationally. When
Pompidou suddenly died in 1974,
the moment was nigh to run a
candidate for President. Author
Rene Dumont was chosen. Ac
companying him frequently dur
ing the campaign, Brice found
him brilliant, inspiring, exem
plary. After the presidential elec
tion, says Brice, “ we bettered our
org a n iza tio n fo r tw o years,
developed extensive research
and team systems, wrote books.
The teams were well oiled . . .
everything functioned beauti
fully.” At the time, Brice worked
as proofreader and science writer
at the slick ecology magazine
Sauvage, u n itin g w ork and
politics.
Brice first found himself put
forth as a political candidate on
the parliamentary level, and it was
then that Aujourd’hui I ’Ecologie
(Ecology Today) developed the ax
ioms of its program. With each
successive candidacy, whether
for parliamentary or municipal of
fice, the politics was oriented
tow ards lo c a litie s , neighb or
hoods, and Brice’s locality was
the Latin Quarter. Life for him and
for the Parisian ecologists was
not so terribly far removed from
the great lessons of May 1968.
And it led Lalonde all the way to a
breathtaking presidential candi
dacy in 1981, against Giscard
d’Estaing and Franpois Mitterand,
in which the ecology presence
unbalanced old party alignments.
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Socialists
in Power
I n 1981, after the Socialists
“ were in, I could hardly wait to
get back to France. It’s d ifficu lt to
imagine the actual excitement,
the energy level, the rising expec
tations, especially from isolated
America, except, perhaps, to
recall the vigor that Jack Kennedy
released in id e a lis tic young
Americans some twenty years
ago. France’s leap into the social
ist experiment stim ulates all
kinds of ecstasy, ridicule, be
m u se m e n t. or invective from
American journalists these days,
and I quake for Mitterand and his
risks. But the level of interest is
magnified a hundredfold for the
French themselves, watching,
sometimes exhilarated, some
times lamenting. “ What w ill hap
pen?” is in every thought.
I had only 10 days this time and
stayed with people who, much to
my surprise, were right in the
thick of it. Florence works for a
Socialist depute (equivalent of a
U.S. senator or congressman) at
the Chambre des Deputes (parlia
ment). Florence’s mother works
for Pierre Joxe, the depute who
heads the Socialist delegation
with its overwhelming majority in
the Chambre. Florence’s god
mother is executive secretary to
none other than Franpois M it
terand. Well! thought I. What ex
traordinary luck!
Lest I be overwhelmed at such
proximity to the action, I headed
off first thing in search of Brice.
The headquarters of Aujourd’hui
I ’Ecologie are a cavernous lo ft
type building housing not only
Brice’s ongoing staff but also

numerous other ecology associa
tions. Even with no election pend
ing, the campaign continues, in
much the manner of an archaeo
logical campaign where, as Brice
describes it, you dig in the earth
for one month and then think

about what you found for the rest
of the year. The presentation and
surroundings at headquarters are
casual and comfortable, sans the
usual French concierge-dike
reserve, and Robert — the ecol
ogy cat — sleeps on any desk he
chooses.
Walking with Brice from the of
fice to a local cafe and then sit
ting in the cafe with him for sev

naturally g g o d

.

eral hours was, if anything, a
medieval experience. He is known
and addressed by everyone, and
the mode of address is that of a
relaxed and enlightened populace
that expects help and leadership
from a rather beloved and human
noble. And Brice is comfortable
throughout. It’s a far cry from the
shy, awkward Brice of years past
who used to hate public moments,
working himself up into such a
frenzied pitch that crowds used to
shout at him, “ Enunciate! Slow
down!” A political dislike for indi
vidual attention-getting used to
cause him extreme discomfort
when the spotlight was focused
on him, so much so that his first
book about the ecology move
m ent, Quand Vous Voudrez
(Whenever You’re Ready), was
written in the third person and had
no personal references in it what
soever. Absorbing the roasting he
got for that choice to be imper
sonal, Brice wrote Riding the
Green Wave in the first person. It
is a passionate and convincing
personal testament, much in the
time-honored French tradition of
first-person political philosophical
treatises.
Would he like to be President
of France? “ Perhaps,” he laughs,
“ but that’s hardly a goal. We do
the elections because we have to.
And I finally decided I should go
ahead and be the candidate as
much as anything to block the
politicization of the movement
along traditional lines.” Very
much in the vein of those who
believe that politics is too impor
tant to leave to politicians, Brice
believes at least part of his suc
cess is due to the constant dom
ination of public life by the huge
political parties settling their
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debts with each other, a spec
tacle far from the concerns of the
public’s real life. Leaping to the
philosophical level, he talks of
the linear rise of literacy as con
trasted with the zig-zag, back-andforth movement of history and
events. “ Rhetoric, or abstraction,
or just plain literacy mean relying
on a system of signs outside of
yourself to tell you what to do,”
says Brice. “ And technocracy is
really a further exaggeration of
that distancing process. Technol
ogy can even create nature now,
which means that we are forced
to live in the shadow of a system
designed by thinking machines.
Even Plato wrote about th a t!”
Many of the Socialists I met
were shocked I knew and was
talking with Brice. Interesting
doubletakes abounded when the
“ news” made itself known. Every
one asked questions about Brice,
and I began to understand how
much of an anomaly he is. The
resentment and belief that each
of his votes had literally been
stolen from the Socialist Party are
deepset. The latter is probably
not true, although Ecology poli
tics clearly present a revolution
ary configuration. Indeed, when I
sat through sessions of the
Chambre des Deputes, where all
the legislators are seated accord
ing to their politics, from extreme
right to extreme left, I wondered
where an ecologist would even
sit. On the chandelier?
One of the strangest conse
quences of the Socialist victory in
parliament, aside from the differ
ence in the kind of people elected
(much, much younger, for one
thing), is the fact that nearly all
the deputes are there, actually
present at the sessions. There’s
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We ended up encouraging her to
hang in there with the Socialists
for history’s sake, for the sake of
the future. “ The eyes of the world
are upon France!” we shouted.

not enough room for them! Staff
space is hotly disputed, and
Florence’s o ffice was stolen
when she went on vacation. Even
after she got her office back, she
had to spend much of her time cir
cumnavigating obstacles placed
in her path by the leftover Gaullist
or Giscardian civil servants who
are still around, still doing much
of the detail work of government,
and still quite determined to
undermine change. Such are the
joys of political victory!
In one fabulous but diabolical
political debate, Florence, her
new-Left American husband, and
I juggled positions for hours,
eventually sort of trading places
entirely. Florence defended the
Socialist Party and Mitterand for
their choices — the abolition of
the death penalty, the selective
nationalizations — as well as ac
cusing Brice Lalonde of treachery
to the Left. It was well known, she
said, that he had taken money
from those supporting Giscard
d’Estaing and had even gone to
see Giscard (upon my investigatio’n, this turned out to be not
true). Florence’s husband and I
took a new-Left or new-age tack,
pretty much a la Brice, asserting
that the Socialists were not even
asking the right questions, point
ing out M itterand’s reneging on
his cancellation of new nuclear
power plant construction, sug
gesting that nationalizations are
just the same forward march into
centralized technocracy that hap
pened in the Soviet Union. Worn
down by the less-than-glorious
realities of day-to-day reorganiza
tion, Florence eventually came
’round to our side, lamenting the
amount of compromise neces
sary for the Socialists to survive.

tinct type, Jean is a thoroughly
d e lig h tfu l, in te llig e n t, rather
courtly person who also happens
now to be the vice president of
the powerful Bank of Indochina
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Over on the far side of the spec
trum, my French acquaintance of.
longest duration is something of
a closet monarchist. Nearly an ex-

and Suez, which was being na
tionalized during my very visit!
Jean’s reaction to the national
ization was totally different from

what I expected. He was quitting
the Bank, but he was really happy
to be able to leave Paris for a
more reasonable life somewhere
in the provinces, maybe Dijon. I
had heard him talk in years past
of the entry of “ management”
thinking into the Bank in which
seemingly shallow, humorless
types were tending to impoverish
his life. “ Now,” he said, “ the
Bank w ill just go further in that
direction. My life has nothing to
do with that.” Jean wanted to
know all about Brice — all the
good stories. “ He’s not bad, your
Brice,” said Jean.
What is the source of Brice’s
appeal to the French? At least a
small part of it comes from their
c u rio s ity about the unique
obliqueness of his stance. Three
out of four who voted for him for
President were women, of all
ages. (Raised by women, he talks
a woman’s language.) The rest
were either young men or older
men. Those facts speak for them
selves. As to why the French have
been
m ore
w illin g
th a n
Americans to try something new
(Barry Commoner’s percentage of
the vote for President of the U.S.
was m iniscule), there is, of
course, the old saw that says the
Mediterranean personality is the
most politicized of any. And
France is definitely a highly cen
tralized (perhaps repressive) na
tion with no built-in pressure
valve, like, say, the possibility of
referendum. More importantly,
according to Brice, both the Left
and the Right are equally w illing
to advance into the technocratic
state, where human values do not
come into play in decision mak
ing (it was in late January that M it
terand signed a long-term natural
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gas deal with the Soviet Union
which pretty much undermined
any previously expressed French
governmental support for Polish
Solidarity).
Much of the explanation dwells
in the person of Brice Lalonde
himself, the way in which he typi
fies, or perhaps actualizes, the
ecological gestalt. Brice lives out
the contradictions of modern life,
processing them, pushing other
people to confront them, looking
for the paradigm, then writing
about it. He’s there for the action
and therefore has a certain cred
ibility. Brice also has the good
sense to keep an honest, tender
interest in hundreds of old

friends. Or, to put it another way,
he knows his energy is multiplied
and completed through his com
munity. A man who absolutely
thrives on the collaborative expe
rience, Brice has even suggested
that the presidency be a team or
jury-like effort, the job being
much too complex for one per
son’s sensibility. “ In an ecologi
cally minded state, there would
be thousands and thousands of
active minorities, sometimes
lumping together for a purpose,
being swallowed up, resurfacing
elsewhere, regrouping, moving
apart. It’s a way of overcoming
modern solitude.”

URBAN GARDENS
A New G arden Center an d Nursery
Located In Northwest Portland

PERENNIALS
VEGETABLE PLANTS
SEEDS
CONTAINERS
NURSERY STOCK

ANNUALS
INDOOR PLANTS
FERTILIZERS
GROUND COVER
CONTAINER

Everything for your city gorden.

2714 NW THURMAN
(across from Food Front)

226-0577

TUESDAY-SATURDAY
11:00am-5:00pm

228-4062

2774 NW THURMAN
PORTLAND, OREGON 97210
295-5914

Open 10 a.m. til Dusk - 7 Days a Week

PEOPLE WORKING TOGETHER
/ cut cheese every
week at Food
Front because I
like the work and
the people.
Besides, I get a
working-member
discount and a
14% senior
citizen
discount.

I
MILESTONE
POTTERY

Bob Woods, 80
Retired ironworker

Add an artistic touch o f elegance to your home w ith our
original clay creation. Handthrown designer dinnerware,
distinctively different stoneware and porcelain pieces
you'll love living with. Year a fter year.

Ben Thomas
Milestone Pottery

Michael Heiberg
stoneware & Porcelain

Jon Conchuratt
Nehalem Bay Pottery

Rhoda Fleischman
Sound Pottery

Mon. 9-5 thru Fri.
weekends by appt.
295-5914
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A Cooperative Grocery
2675 NW Thurman

Open Daily

222-5658

Abortion:
A woman's
choice
A bortion is safe and legal when provided in a clinic setting.
The Portland W om en’s Health Center is a non-profit, womencontrolled clinic providing gynecological health
care screenings, birth control, pregnancy
screening, abortion, and referral inform ation.
Fees are on a sliding scale. Welfare, insurance,
and credit cards are accepted. Call for further
inform ation.

PORTLAND
W OM EN'S
HEALTH
CENTER

6510 SE FOSTER ROAD
PORTLAND, OREGON 97206
503/777-7044

PEBBLE SPRINGS WALKATHON

KITES
FROM

The Skidmore Village

Fine Desserts
Humble Bagels to go

KITE GALLERY

Federal hearings on PGE’s proposed Pebble Springs nu
clear plant begin April 20. Help Forelaw's On Board
intervenors stop the construction license. Join us
on a 10-mila walk through Forest Park on Saturday,
may 1. Get your walker’s packet and start collect
ing pledges now. Packets available at Food Front;
Nature’s; Old Wives’ Tales; Longhair; Millenium.
Call 777-0330 or 637-3549 for more information.

807 NW 21 st
Portland, Oregon
295-2779
Tues-Sat 8:30 am-6 pm

232 SW Ankeny 223-1760
Next to Dan & Louis' Oyster Bar

Everett
Com munin' Center

SELF-FULLFILLMENT
HOLISTIC HEALING
CAREER O P P O R TU N ITY

"2 for 1

Fresh Fruits

with this coupon
I between 8 am and 3 pm
weekdays only.
Hot Tub and Sauna

Vegetables

☆Wholesale ☆

Expires May 14,1982

Crown without pesticides or other toxic sprays.
W e sell to businesses, families, foodbuying groups, 6= individuals.
Wholesale buying saves $ money.
newsletter available.
W eekly price list
HOURS

6 a.m. to 2 p.m.
weekdays Sat.
by appointment

LOCATION

BELMONT
YAMHILL

ENTER

1
0r HERE
h -j |

• 1000 hour Clinical Program
• 75 hour Pre-license Training
• A.M.T.A. Approved
Instruction in massage, anatomy and physiology,
acupressure, reflexology, and allied courses Under
the direction of Everett Community Center Offering
an unusual campus setting with hot tub and sauna
facilities and vegetarian meals at Everett Tea House.

t
Original
fa n n e rs '
Market

^4
S

EnvTYesr College
therapy

N
5-

___ □ < - G V P
TAYLOR

2917 N E E verett

JERRYRUST

238-4010

2917 NE Everett

238-0253

A VITAL PRESENCE!

DEMOCRAT FOR GOVERNOR

He w ill make Oregon a model
state, based on the development of
our abundant natural resources,
the rejection of any nuclear-based
industries and the promotion of
peaceful technology. He fully

upholds the rights of all m inorities
to live in peace and has given a
campaign pledge that at least 50%
of all appointees under his ad
m inistration w ill be women.

NOW IS YOUR CHANCE TO MAKE A
DIFFERENCE------REGISTER DEMOCRAT AND
VOTE RUST FOR GOVERNOR ON MAY 18TH

Rust for Governor 591 High Street, Eugene, OR 97401 PH. 343-7878

Clinton St. Quarterly

35

U RI E AN DERSON :

variety o f personae and differing degrees of gender. Cartoon-like
images are projected on a screen behind the performer: scenes of
electronic game screens, pictures of a vast array of electrical
sockets, cryptic philosophic statements, radar maps. Hidden from
sight is the ever-present tape recorder which is the back-up band
fo r this solo artist, who combines the fragmented facets of
present-day culture into a cohesive hour or tw o of musical/visual
performance. You are at a Laurie Anderson concert.
Ten years ago Laurie Anderson was one of many lower Manhattan
artists living and producing art on the fringe of the outer limits.
From the start, her unique sensitivity to just what it is that makes
modern life so peculiar has made her work stand out among the lot
of performance artists. Her combination of humor, political com
mentary, urgency and irony has created a body of music tha t may
prove to be the most useful tim e capsule anyone o f our generation
has produced to explain this epoch to future generations.
Close your eyes. Okay.
Now imagine you're a t the most wonderful party. Okay.
Delicious food. Uh-huh.
interesting people. Uh-mm.
Terrific music. Mm-mmh.
NOW OPEN THEM.
WALK THE DOC

BRINGING HIGH TECH
TO THE MASSES
by Barbara Bernstein
on stage is a lot o f electronic gadgetry w ith LED lights blinking
back at the audience, when the perform er speaks through one
microphone her voice appears more or less normal, but through
the other mike it is transformed higher or lower, pitched into a

For the past couple years Anderson has been working on an ex
tended opus entitled The United states, and recent concerts have
consisted of parts of this whole. The four-hour piece incorporates
elements from earlier work as well as the eight-minute entirety of
0 Superman, an EP she released last year on 110 records; a surreal
istic montage of life in the age o f the silicon chip set to a quasi
disco beat.
While remaining in the stratosphere of the avant-garde in
America, Anderson has picked up more of a following in Europe. 0
Superman was No. 1 on the British h it parade last winter, and the
record (flip side walk the Dog} has now sold more than 300,000
copies on both sides o f the Atlantic, w ith the 110 records version of
O Superman now out of print, she has recently signed w ith Warner
Brothers, who will soon release the ir model of the record.
Last summer she played to over a thousand people in a free con
cert in volunteer Park in Seattle, bringing her avant-garde vision
out of the lofts and into the open air. Now Laurie Anderson is
returning to the Northwest.
She will appear at Neighbors of w oodcraft in a concert produced
by PCVA (222-7107) on April 28. The following weekend, on the
Boards in Seattle (206-325-7901) will produce her in tw o concerts.
'Cause when love is gone, there's always Justice.
And when Justice is gone, there's always force.
And when force is gone, there's always Mom . . . Hi Mom!
OSUPERMAN
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P hotograph co u rte sy Warner B rothers

Papa Haydn
Fine European Pastries

G O O D , IN T E R E ST IN G ,
U SE D B O O K S T O R E S
H olland’s B o o k s
3522 S.E. H aw thorne
2 3 2 -3 5 9 6
U n com m on R ead er
3 7 2 9 S.E. H aw thorne
2 3 2 -9 9 9 5

5829 S.E. Milwaukie
Tues-Thurs 11:30am to 11pm
Fri-Sat 11:30am to 12 mid
Closed Sunday & M onday

Paper M oon
3 5 3 8 S.E. H aw thorne
236-5195

TWENTY-THIRD AVENUE
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CLOTHBOUND &
PAPERBOUND BOOKS
by
CAM US • PRO U ST • W OOLF • HEM INGW AY
KAFKA • TW A IN • SHAKESPEARE • AUSTEN
SARTRE
HARDY • JOYCE
TOLSTOY
DOSTOYEVSKY
DICKENS
FAULKNER
C O N R A D • COLLETTE • FLAUBERT
THOREAU
W H ITM A N
M AUGHAM
&
D ID IO N • CHEEVER • CLAVELL • BELLOW • RICH
SINGER • GARNER • A T W O O D • M ORRISON
CASTANEDA • THEROUX • IRVING • UPDIKE
BEATTIE
LUDLUM • BORGES • GRASS
HEINLEIN
MCPHEE • TYLER • HELPRIN
&
MORE

0
0
0
0
0
0
0
0
0
0
0

Continental cutsine served
dn a casual, comfortable atmosphere
d i n n e r s from so to sis
a la carte S7 to so

ORIGINAL
PANTRY
For an “Original "night our,
J o in m e a t T h e T a n tr V '—
2/ourJ-fosr,

Open Mon.-Fri. 9:30-7, Sat. 10-5
1015 N W 23rd A venue, Portland, O regon 97210
(503) 224-5097

0
0
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El Salvador

squad known as the “ AAA” — AntiCommunista Apostolica, founded in
Argentina and exported to assassinate
influential exiles from the southern
cone.
I returned
to the
United
States and
in the autumn of 1977 was invited to
El Salvador by persons who knew
Claribel. “ How much do you know
about Latin America?” I was asked.
Then: “ Good. At least you know that
you know nothing.” A young writer,
politically unaffiliated, ideologically
vague, I was to be blessed with the
rarity of a moral and political educa
tion — what at times would seem an
unbearable immersion, what even
tually would become a focused obses
sion. It would change my life and
work, propel me toward engagement,
test my endurance and find it want
ing, and prevent me from ever view
ing myself or my country again
through precisely the same fog of un
witting connivance.
I was sent for a briefing to Dr.
Thomas P. Anderson, author of
Matanza (Massacre), the definitive
scholarly history of Salvador’s revo
lution of 1932, and to Ignacio
Lozano, a California newspaper edi
tor and former ambassador (under
Gerald Ford) to El Salvador. It was
suggested that I visit Salvador as a
journalist, a role that would of neces
sity become real. In January 1978, I
landed at Ilopango, the dingy center
city airport that is now Salvador’s
largest military base. Arriving before
me were the members of a human
rights investigation team headed by
then-Congressman John Drinan, S.J.
(D-Mass.). I had been told that a
black North American, Ronald
James Richardson, had been killed
while in the custody of the Salvador
ean government and that a North
American organization known as the
American Institute for Free Labor
Development (AIFLD, an organ of
the AFL-CIO and an intelligence
front) was manipulating the Salva
dorean agricultural workers. Investi
gation of “ The Richardson Case” ex
posed me to the sub rosa activities of
the Salvadorean military, whose high
est-ranking officers and governmen
tal officials were engaged in cocaine
smuggling, kidnapping, extortion and
terrorism; through studying AIFLD’s
work, I would learn of the spurious
intentions of an organization destined
. to become the architect of the present
Agrarian Reform. I was delivered the
promised exposure to the stratified
life of Salvador and was welcomed
“ to Vietnam, circa 1959.” The
“ Golden Triangle” had moved to the
isthmus of the Americas, “ rural paci
fication” was in embryo, the seeds of
rebellion had taken root in destitution
and hunger.
Later my companion and guide,
“ Ricardo,” changed his description
from Vietnam to “ a Nazi forcedlabor camp.” “ It is not hyperbole,”
he said quietly, “ you will come to see
th at.” In those first 20 days I was
taken to clinics and hospitals, vil
lages, farms, prisons, coffee man
sions and processing plants, cane
mills and the elegant homes of
American foreign service bureau
crats, nudged into the hillsides
overlooking the capital, where I was
offered cocktails and platters of
ocean shrimp; it was not yet known
what I would write of my impressions
or where I would print them, Fortui
tously, I had published nationally in
my own country, and in Salvador
“ only poetry” did not carry the pe
jorative connotation I might have
ascribed to it then. I knew nothing of
political journalism but was willing to
learn — it seemed, at the time, an ac
ceptable way for a poet to make a
living.
I lay on my belly in the campo
(country) and was handed a pair of
field glasses. The lens sharpened on a

FIRSTPERSON
By Carolyn Forche

I

he year Franco died, I spent several
“ months on Mallorca translating
the poetry of Claribel Alegria, a Sal
vadorean in voluntary exile. During
those months the almond trees
bloomed and lost flower, the olives
and lemons ripened and we hauled
baskets of apricots from Claribel’s
small finca (farm). There was fresh
squid under the palm-thatch and
drunk Australian sailors to dance
with at night. It was my first time in
Europe and there was no better place
at that time than Spain. I was there
when Franco’s anniversary passed for
the first time in 40 years without
notice — and the lack of public cele
bration was a collective hush of relief.
I traveled with Claribel’s daughter,
Maya Flakoil, for 10 days through
Andalusia by train visiting poetry
shrines. The gitanos (gypsies) had
finally pounded a cross into the earth
to mark the grave of Federico Garcia
Lorca, not where it had been pre
sumed to be all this time, not beneath
an olive tree, but in a bowl of land
rimmed by pines. We hiked the 11
kilometers through the Sierra Nevada
foothills to La Fuente Grande and
held a book of poems open over the
silenced poet.
I was busy with Claribel’s poems,
and with the horrific accounts of the
survivors of repressive Latin Ameri
can regimes. Claribel’s home was fre
quented by these wounded; writers
who had been tortured and impris
oned, who had lost husbands, wives
and closest friends. In the afternoon
more than once I joined Claribel in
her silent vigil near the window until
the mail came, her “ difficult time of
day,” alone in a chair in the perfect
light of thick-walled Mallorquin win
dows. These were her afternoons of
despair, and they haunted me. In
those hours I first learned of El Salva
dor, not from the springs of her nos
talgia for “ the fraternity of dipping a
tortilla into a common pot of beans
and m eat,” but from the source of its
pervasive brutality. My understand
ing of Latin American realities was
confined then to the romantic devo
tion to Vietnam-era revolutionary
pieties, the sainthood of Ernesto Che,
rather than the debilitating effects of
the cult of personality that arose in
the collective memory of Guevara. I
worked into the late hours on my
poems and on translations, drinking
“ 101” brandy and chain-smoking.
When Cuban writer Mario Benedetti
visited, I questioned him about what
“ an American” could do in the strug
gle against repression.
“ As a North American, you might
try working to influence a profound
change in your country’s foreign
policy.”
Over coffee in the mornings I stud
ied reports from Amnesty Interna
tional-London and learned of a
plague on Latin exiles who had
sought refuge in Spain following
Franco’s death: a right-wing death
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plastic tarp tacked to four maize
stalks several hundred yards away,

A young writer,
politically unaffiliated, I
was to be blessed with
the rarity of a moral
and political education.

beneath which a woman sat on the
ground. She was gazing through the
plastic roof of her “ house” and hug
ging three naked, emaciated children.
There was an aqua plastic dogfood
bowl at her feet.
“ She’s watching for the plane,”
my friend said, “ we have to get out of
here now or we’re going to get it
too.” I trained the lens on the wo
m an’s eye, gelled with disease and
open to a swarm of gnats. We
climbed back in the truck and rolled
the windows up just as the duster
plane swept back across the field,
dumping a yellow cloud of pesticide
over the woman and her children to
protect the cotton crop around them.

A t the time I was unaware of the
“ “ pedagogical theories of Paulo

Freire (Pedagogy o f the Oppressed),
but found myself learning in situ the
politics of cultural immersion. It was
by Ricardo’s later admission “ risky
business,” but it was thought impor
tant that a few North Americans, par
ticularly writers, be sensitized to Sal
vador prior to any military conflict.
The lessons were simple and critical,
the methods somewhat more difficult
to detect. I was given a white lab
jacket and, posing as a North Ameri
can physician, was asked to work in a
rural hospital at the side of a Salva
dorean doctor who was paid $200 a
month by the Salvadorean govern
ment to care for 100,000 campesinos
(peasants). She had no lab, no X-ray,
no whole blood, plasma or an
tibiotics, no anesthesia or medicines,
no autoclave for sterilizing surgical
equipment. Her forceps were rusted,
the walls of her operating room were
studded with flies; beside her hospital
a coffee processing plant’s refuse
heaps incubated the maggots, and she
paid a campesina to swish the flies
away with a newspaper while she
delivered the newborn. She was
forced to do Caesarean sections at
times without much local anesthetic.
Without supplies, she worked with
only her hands and a cheap opthalmascope. In her clinic I held
children in my arms who died hours
later for want of a manual suction
device to remove the fluid from their
lungs. Their peculiar skin rashes
spread to my hands, arms and belly. I
dug maggots from a child’s open
wound with a teaspoon. I contracted
four strains of dysentery and was
treated by stomach antiseptics, effec
tive and damaging enough to be ban
ned by our own FDA. This doctor
had worked in the campo for years, a
lifetime of delivering the offspring of
13-year-old mothers who thought the

P o r t l a n d ’s C o m m u n ity R a d io S ta tio n
p re s e n ts

Theateirscene:
a w eek ly re v ie w of c o m m u n ity th e a tric a l p ro d u ctio n s

H o s t G l e n n is F o r s t e r
T u e s d a y m o rn in g s a t

9 0 .7 F M
C O M M U N IT Y

RADIO

For weekly listings see the KBOO Program Guide
Sponsored by KBOO & The M etropolitan A rts Commission

^La GPatisserie
| c 4 n Espresso Cafe |
DewerU • Light Lunch • Soda Fountain
Espresso Happy Hour: Mon-Thurs 6-8 p.m.
Dan Perz, jazz guitar, Tues 8-10
John Stowell, solo guitar, Wed 8-10
9 a.m.-midnight Sunday 11 a.m.-6 p.m.

208 NW Couch, Old Town
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navel marked the birth canal opening.
She had worked long enough to feel
that it was acceptable to ignore her
own cervical cancer, and hard enough
in Salvador to view her inevitable
death as the least of her concerns.
I was taken to the homes of land
owners, with their pools set like aqua
marines in the clipped grass, to the
afternoon games of canasta over
quaint local pupusas (hors d’oeuvres)
and tea, where parrots hung by their
feet among the bougainvillia and
everything was imported, if only
from Miami or New Orleans. One
evening I dined with a military officer
who toasted America, private enter
prise, Las Vegas, and the “ fatherland. . . . ”

The Colonel
What you have heard is true. I
was in his house. His wife carried a
tray o f coffee and sugar. His daugh
ter filed her nails, his son went out
fo r the night. There were daily pa
pers, pet dogs, a pistol on the cush
ion beside him. The moon swung
bare on its black cord over the
house. On the television was a cop
show. It was in English. Broken bot
tles were imbedded in the walls
around the house to scoop the
kneecaps fro m a m an’s legs or cut
his hands to lace. On the windows
there were gratings as there are in li
quor stores. We had dinner, rack o f
lamb, good wine, a gold bell on the
table fo r calling the maid. The maid
brought green mangos, salt, a type
o f bread. I was asked how I enjoyed
the country. There was a brief com
mercial in Spanish. His wife took
everything away. There was some
talk then o f how difficult it had,
become to govern. The parrot said
hello on the terrace. The colonel
told it to shut up, and pushed

himself fro m the table. M y friend
said to me with his eyes: say noth
ing. The colonel returned with a
sack as is .used to bring groceries
home. He spilled many human ears
on the table. They were like dried
peach halves. There is no other way
to say this. He took one o f them in
his hands, shook it in our faces,
dropped it into a water glass. It
came alive there. I am tired o f fo o l
ing around, he said. A s fo r the
rights o f anyone, tell your people
they can go fu c k themselves. He
swept the ears to the flo or with his
arm and raised the last o f his wine in
the air. Something fo r your poetry,
no? he said. Some o f the ears on the
flo o r caught this scrap o f his voice.
Some o f the ears on the flo or were
pressed to the ground.
El Salvador, May 1978
I he following day I was let into
* Ahuachapan prison (now an army
cuartel [garrison]). We had been driv
ing back from a meeting with Salva
dorean feminists when Ricardo
swung the truck into a climb through
a tube of dust toward the rundown
fortification. I was thirsty, infested
with intestinal parasites, fatigued
from 20 days of ricocheting between
extremes of poverty and wealth. I was
horrified, impatient, suspicious of
alm ost everyone, paralyzed by
sympathy and revulsion. I kept think
ing of the kindly, silver-haired Amer
ican political officer who informed
me that in Salvador, “ there were
always five versions of the tru th .”
From this I was presumably to con
clude that the truth could not there
fore be known. Ricardo seemed to be
a pedagogical genius of considerable
vision and patience. As we walked to
ward the gate, he palmed the air to
slow our pace.

SAVOY
TRUFFLE
HAS
EVERYTHING FOR YOUR PICNIC SEASON
West
East
% mi. east of Washington Square
% mi. east of Mt. Tabor
10120 SW Hall
7901 SE Stark
244-9728
253-9436
.............

“ This is a criminal penitentiary^
You will have 30 minutes inside.
Realize please at all times where you
are and, whatever you see here,

The colonel returned with a
sack as is used to bring
groceries home. He spilled
many human ears on the
table. They were like dried
peach halves. There is no
other way to say this. He took
one of them in his hands,
shook it in our faces, dropped
it into a water glass. It came
alive there. 1 amtired of fool*
ing around, he said. As for
the rights of anyone, tell your
people they can go fuck
themselves.
understand that for political prison
ers it is always much worse. Okay.”
We shook hands with the chief
guard and a few subordinates, clean
shaven youths armed with G-3s.
There was first the stench: rotting
blood, excrement, buckets of urine
and corn-slop. A man in his thirties
came toward us, dragging a swollen
green leg, his pants ripped to the
thigh to accommodate the swelling.
He was introduced as “ Miguel” and I
as “ a friend.” The two men shook
hands a long time, standing together
in the filth, a firm knot of warmth be
tween them. Miguel was asked to give

me " a to ur,” and he agreed, first tak
ing a coin from his pocket and slip
ping it into the guard station soda
machine. He handed me an orange
Nehi, urging me somewhat insistently
to take it, and we began a slow walk
into the first hall. The prison was a
four-square with an open court in the
center. There were bunk rooms where
the cots were stacked three deep and
some were hung with newsprint “ for
privacy.” The men squatted on the
ground or along the walls, some stir
ring small coal fires, others ducking
under urine-soaked tents of news
paper. It was supper, and they were
cooking their dry tortillas. I used the
soda as a relief from the stench, like a
hose of oxygen. There were maybe
400 men packed into Ahuachapan,
and it was an odd sight, an American
woman, but there was no heckling.
“ Did you hear the shots when we
first pulled up?” Ricardo asked,
“ those were warnings — a visitor,
behave.”
Miguel showed me through the
workrooms and latrines, finishing his
sentences with his eyes; a necessary
skill under repressive regimes, highly
developed in Salvador. With the
guards’ attention diverted, he ges
tured toward a black open doorway
and suggested that I might wander
through it, stay a few moments and
come back out “ as if I had seen
nothing.”
I did as he asked, my eyes adjusting
to the darkness of that shit-smeared
room with its single chink of light in
the concrete. There were wooden
boxes stacked against one wall, each a
meter by a meter with barred open
ings the size of a book, and within
them there was breathing, raspy and
half-conscious. It was a few moments
before I realized that men were kept
in those cages, their movement so

C IR Q U E
Jann McCauley and Company

SECRETS
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227-3840
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CIRQUE

716 SW 16th,

Portland
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cramped that they could neither sit,
stand, nor lie down. I recall only
magnified fragments of my few min
utes in that room, but that I was
rooted to the clay floor, unable to
move either toward or away from the
cages. I turned from the room toward
Miguel, who pivoted on his crutch
and with his eyes on the ground said
in a low voice, “La Oscura, ” the
dark place; “ sometimes a man is kept
in there a year, and cannot move
when he comes out.”
We caught up with Ricardo, who
leaned toward me and whispered,
“ Tie your sweater sleeves around
your neck. You are covered with
hives.”
In the cab of the truck I braced my
feet against the dashboard and
through the half-cracked window
shook hands with the young soldiers,
smiling and nodding. A hundred
meters from the prison I lifted Ricar
do’s spare shirt in my hands and vom
ited. We were late for yet another
meeting, the sun had dropped behind
the volcanoes, my eyes ached. When I
was empty, the dry heaves began, and
after the sobbing a convulsive shud
der. Miguel was serving his third con
secutive sentence, this time for orga
nizing a hunger strike against prison
conditions. In that moment I saw him
turn back to his supper, his crutch
stamping circles of piss and mud be
side him as he walked. I heard the
screams of a woman giving birth by
Caesarean without anesthesia in
Ana’s hospital. I saw the flies fas
tened to the walls in her operating
room, the gnats on the eyes of the
starving woman, the reflection of
flies on Ana’s eyes in the hospital kit
chen window. The shit, I imagined,
was inside my nostrils and I would
smell it the rest of my life, as it is for a
man who in battle tastes a piece of
flesh or gets the blood under his
fingernails. The smell never comes
out; it was something Ricardo ex
plained once as he was falling asleep.
“ Feel this,” he said, maneuvering
the truck down the hill road. “ This is
what oppression feels like. Now you
have begun to learn something. When
you get back to the States, what you
do with this is up to you.”

■ Between 1978 and 1981, I traveled
^^between the United States and
Salvador, writing reports on the war
waiting to happen, drawing blue
prints of prisons from memory, nam
ing the dead. I filled soup bowls with
cigarette butts, grocery boxes with
files on American involvement in the
rural labor movement, and each week
I took a stool sample to the parasite
clinic. A priest I knew was gangraped by soldiers; another was hauled
off and beaten nearly to death. On
one trip, a woman friend and I were
chased by the death squad for five
minutes on the narrow backroads
that circle the city — her evasive driv
ing and considerable luck saved us.
One night a year ago I was interview
ing a defecting member of the Chris
tian Democratic Party. As we started
out of the drive to go back to my
hotel, we encountered three plainclothesmen hunched over the roof of
a taxicab, their machine guns pointed
at our windshield. We escaped
through a grove of avocado trees.
The bodies of friends have turned up
disemboweled and decapitated, their
teeth punched into broken points,
their faces sliced off with machetes.
On the final trip to the airport we
swerved to avoid a corpse, a man
spread-eagled, his stomach hacked
open, his entrails stretched from one
side of the road to the other. We
drove over them like a garden hose.
My friend looked at me. Just another
dead man, he said. And by then it had
become true for me as well; the un
thinkable, the sense of death within
life before death.
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I he country called by Gabriel
* Mistral “ the Tom Thumb of the
Americas” would necessarily be de
scribed to North Americans as
“ about the size of Massachusetts.”
We could begin with its location on
the Pacific south of Guatemala and
west of Honduras with Ariadne’s
thread of statistics: 4.5 million peo
ple, 400 per square kilometer (a coun
try without silence or privacy), a pop
ulation growth rate of 3.5 percent
(such a population would double in
two decades). But what does “ 90 per
cent malnutrition” mean? Or that

has argued that the report’s “ evi
dence is flimsy, circumstantial or
nonexistent; the reasoning and logic
is slipshod and internally inconsis
tent; it assumes what needs to be
proven; and finally, what facts are
presented refute the very case the
State Department is attempting to
demonstrate.” On the basis of this
report, the popular press sounded an
alarm over the “ flow of arm s.” But
from where have the arms “ flowed,”
to whom and for what?
In terms of language, we could be
gin by asking why North American
arms are weighed in dollar-value and
those reaching the opposition mea
sured in tonnage. Or we could point

There were wooden boxes
stacked against one wall, each
a meter by a meter with
barred openings the size of a
book, and within themthere
was breathing, raspy and half

conscious. It was a few
moments before I realized that
men were kept in those cages,
their movement so cramped
that they could neither sit,
stand, nor lie down.

“ 80 percent of the population has no
running water, electricity or sanitary
services” ? I watched women push
pails to the water and carry it home to
wash their clothes, their spoons and
plates, themselves, their infant chil
dren. The chief cause of death has
been amoebic dysentery. One out of
four children dies before the age of 5;
the average human life span is 46
years. What does it mean when a man
says, “ it is better to die quickly fight
ing than slowly of starvation” ? And
that such a man suffers toward that
decision in what is now being called
“ North America’s backyard” ?
How is the language used to draw
battle lines, to identify the enemy?
What are the current euphemisms for
empire, public defense of private
wealth, extermination of human be
ings? If the lethal weapon is the sol
dier, what is meant by “ non-lethal
military aid” ? And what determined
the shift to helicopter gunships,
M-16s, M-79 grenade launchers? The
State Department’s white paper en
titled Communist Interference in El
Salvador argues that it is a “ case of
indirect armed aggression against a
small Third World country by Com
m unist powers acting through
C uba.” James Petras (The Nation)

out the nature of the international
arms market, a complex global net
work in which it is possible to buy al
most anything for the right price, no
matter the country or origin of desti
nation. The State Department conve
niently ignores its own intelligence on
arms flow to the civilian right, its own
escalation of military assistance to the
right-wing military, and even the dis
crepancies in its final analysis. But
what does all this tell us about who is
fighting whom for what? Americans
have been told that there is a “ funda
mental difference” between “ ad
visors” and military “ trainers.”
Could it simply be that the euphe
mism for American military person
nel must be changed so as not to serve
as a mnemonic device for the longest
war in our failing public memory? A
year ago I asked the American mili
tary attache in Salvador what would
happen if one of these already pro
posed advisors returned to the U.S. in
a flag-draped coffin. He did not
argue semantics.
“ T hat,” he said, smiling, “ would
be up to the American press,
wouldn’t it?”
Most of that press had held with
striking fidelity to the State Depart
ment text: a vulnerable and worthy
“ centrist” government besieged by

Il

left- and right-wing extremists, the
former characterized by their unac
ceptable political ideology, the latter,
rendered non-ideologically unaccep
table, that is, only in their extremity.
The familiar ring of this portrayal has
not escaped U.S. apologists, who
must explain why El Salvador is not
“ another Vietnam.” Their argument
hinges, it seems, on the rapidity with
which the U.S. could assist the Salva
dorean military in the task of “ de
feating the enemy.” Tactically, this
means sealing the country off, warn
ing all other nations to “ cease and
desist” supplying arms, using viola
tions of that warning as a pretext for
blockades and interventions, but ex
cepting ourselves in our continual ar
mament of what we are calling “ the
government” of El Salvador. Ignor
ing the institutional self-interest of
the Salvadorean army, we blame the
presumably “ civilian” right for the
murder of thousands of campesinos,
students, doctors, teachers, journal
ists, nuns, priests and children. This
requires that we ignore the deposed
and retired military men who com
mand the activities of the death
squads with impunity, and that the
security forces responsible for the
killings are under the command of the
army, which is under the command of
the so-called “ centrist” government
and is in fact the government itself.
There are other differences be
tween the conflicts of El Salvador and
Vietnam. There is no People’s Republic
of China to the north to arm and ally
itself with a people engaged in a pro
tracted war. The guerrillas are not
second-generation Viet-minh, but
young people who armed themselves
after exhaustive and failed attempts
at non-violent resistance and peaceful
change. The popular organizations
they defend were formed in the early
seventies by catnpesinos who became
socially conscious through the efforts
of grass-roots clergymen teaching the
Medellin doctrines of social justice;
the precursors of these organizations
were prayer and Bible study groups,
rural labor organizations and urban
trade unions. As the military govern
ment grew increasingly repressive, the
opposition widened to include all
other political parties, the Catholic
majority, the university and profes
sional communities, and the small
business sector.
Critics of U.S. policy accurately
recognize parallels between the two
conflicts in terms of involvement,
escalation and justification. The lat
ter demands a vigilant “ euphemology” undertaken to protect language
from distortions of military expedi
ence and political convenience. Noam
Chomsky has argued that “ among
the many symbols used to frighten
and manipulate the populace of the
democratic states, few have been
more important than terror and ter
rorism. These terms have generally
been confined to the use of violence
by individuals and marginal groups.
Official violence, which is far more
extensive in both scale and destruc
tiveness, is placed in a different cate
gory altogether. This usage has noth
ing to do with justice, causal se
quence, or numbers abused.” He
goes on to say that “ the question of
proper usage is settled not merely by
the official or unofficial status of the
perpetrators of violence but also by
their political affiliations.” State vio
lence is excused as “ reactive,” and
the “ turmoil” or “ conflict” is viewed
ahistorically.
It is true that there have long been
voices of peaceful change and social
reform in El Salvador — the so-called
centrists — but the U.S. has never
supported them. We backed one
fraudulently elected military regime
after another, giving them what they
wanted and still want: a steady infu
sion of massive economic-aid with
which high-ranking officers can en
sure their personal futures and the
loyalty of their subordinates. In
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return we expect them to guarantee
stability, which means holding power
by whatever means necessary for the
promotion of a favorable investment
climate, even if it means exterminat
ing the population, as it has come to
mean in Salvador. The military, who
always adm ired “Generalissimo
Franco,” and are encouraged in their
anti-com m u n ist crusad e, grow
paranoid and genocidal. Soldiers
tossed babies into the air near the
Sumpul River last summer for target
practice during the cattle-prod round
up and massacre of 600 peasants.
Whole families have been gunned
down or hacked to pieces with
machetes, including the elderly and
newborn. Now that the massacre and
the struggle against it have become
the occasion to “ test American re
solve,” the Salvadorean military is all
too aware of the security of its posi
tion and the impunity with which it
may operate. Why would a peasant,
aware of the odds, of the significance
of American backing, continue to
take up arms on the side of the oppo
sition? How is it that such opposition
endures, when daily men and women
are doused with gasoline and burned
alive in the streets as a lesson to
others; when even death is not
enough, and the corpses are mutilated
beyond recognition? The answer to
that question in El Salvador answers
the same for Vietnam.

Ill
W e were waved past the military
” guard station and started down
the highway, swinging into the on
coming lane to pass slow sugarcane
trucks and army transports. Every
few kilometers, patrols trekked the
gravel roadside. It was a warm night,
dry but close to the rainy season.
Juan palmed the column shift, chain
smoked and motioned with his hotboxed cigarette in the direction of San
Marcos. Bonfires lit by the opposi
tion were chewing away at the dark
hillside. As we neared San Salvador,
passing through the slums of
Candelaria, I saw that the roads were
barricaded. More than once Juan at
tempted a short-cut but, upon spot
ting military checkpoints, changed his
mind. To relieve the tension he dug a
handful of change from his pocket
and showed me his collection of
d e u ts c h m a r k , B elgian fr a n c s ,
Swedish ore and kroner, holding each
to the dashboard light and naming
the journalist who had given it to
him, the country, the paper. His prize
was a coin from the Danish reporter
whose cameras had been shot away as
he crouched on a rooftop to photo
graph an army attack on protest
marchers. That was a month before,
on Jan. 22, 1980, when some hundred
lost their lives; it was the beginning of
a savage year of extermination. Juan
rose from his seat and slipped the
worthless coins back onto his pocket.
Later that spring, Rene Tamsen of
WHUR radio, Washington, D.C.,
would be forced by a death squad in
to an unmarked car in downtown San
Salvador. A Salvadorean photog
rapher, Cesar Najarro, and his

Cronica del Pueblo editor would be
seized during a coffee break. When
their mutilated bpdies were discov
ered, it would be evident that they
had been disemboweled before death.
A Mexican photojournalist, Ignacio
Rodriguez, would fall in August to a
military bullet. After Christmas an
American freelancer, John Sullivan,
would vanish from his downtown
hotel room. Censorship of the press.
In January 1981, Ian Mates would hit
a land mine and the South African
TV cameraman would bleed to death.
In a year, no one would want the
Salvador assignment. In a year, jour
nalists would appear before cameras
trembling and incredulous, unable to
reconcile their perceptions with those
of Washington, and even established
media would begin to reflect this di
chotomy. Carter policy had been to
downplay El Salvador in the press
while providing “ quiet” aid to the
repressive forces. Between 1978 and
1980, investigative articles sent to na
tional magazines mysteriously disap
peared from publication mailrooms,
were oddly delayed in reaching edi
tors, or were rejected after lengthy
deliberations, most often because of
El Salvador’s “ low news value.” The.
American inter-religious network and
human rights community began to re
ceive evidence o f . a conscious and
concerted censorship effort in the
United States. During interviews in
1978 with members of the Salvador
ean right-wing business community, I .
was twice offered large sums of
money to portray their government
favorably in the American press.
By early 1981, desk editors knew
where El Salvador was and the play
down policy had been replaced by the
Reagan Administration’s propaganda
effort. The right-wing military co
operated in El Salvador by serving
death threats on prominent journal
ists, while torturing and murdering
others. American writers critical of
U.S. policy were described by the De
partment of State as “ the witting and
unwitting dupes” of communist
propagandists. Those who have con
tinued coverage of Salvador have
found that the military monitors the
wire services and all telecommunica
tions, that pseudonyms often provide
no security, that no one active in the
documentation of the war of extermi
nation can afford to be traceable in
the country; effectiveness becomes
self-limiting. It became apparent that
my education in El Salvador had pre
pared me to work only until March
16, 1980, when, after several close
calls, I was urged to leave the coun
try. Monsignor Romero met with me,
asking that I return to the U.S. and
“ tell the American people what is
happening.”
Do you have any messages for [cer
tain exiled friends]?”
“ Yes. Tell them to come back.”
“ But wouldn’t they be killed?”
“ We are all going to be killed —
you and me, all of us,” he said quiet
ly. A week later he was shot while
saying Mass in the chapel of a hospi
tal for the incurable.

ning by a benefit at the East Avenue Tavern — Wild Oats will be
performing.
The El Salvador Initiative Coalition needs your support. 12,000
signatures are needed to put the initiative on the ballot. If you are con
cerned about El Salvador, get involved. The ESIC can use volunteers and
financial support. For more information, call the Portland Central
America Solidarity Committee at 235-9388.

TH E A P P L IC A T IO N ,
B Y M A R K SARGENT
E O R R ID E R

Cycling down Morrison down Salm'on down
Montgomery to pad linoleum floors begging
for seasonal work — “ if you are not a U.S. citizen.’ ’

Can you grease the wheels, hump the dump, roll with the
punches, pick ’em up and lay ’em down, and make
yourself invisible when required?

Will you begin work at 5 a.m. will you lift 500 pounds of
shit above your head will you leap tall buildings
will you sling flat latex at dizzying heights and
bow down among the gardens of the city?

Will you relocate and are you familiar with the types
of grout used in filling masonry joints, rock
fissures, etc.?

May I please have an application for the position
of field nigger.

Are your teeth capped and have you ever used your
mouth to stimulate another person of either sex
or been stimulated in said fashion?

Will you use your legs as a crutch for the state’s
vehicle will you make the grass grow will you sing
while you work cause you’re so goddamn happy?
Are you male or of mixed race?
Have you ever been arrested for a felony?

Please read all questions carefully and then attempt to
answer them as though you have just received a
sharp blow to the head or, if you prefer, an
electric shock to the genitals.
Can you tell when it’s raining and instruct others in
this skill?

Have you ever sodomized a goat?
Do you have skill in coaching and encouraging skill
development of subordinate employees?
Can you keep non English speaking peons in line?

When James Joyce wrote, “ What a zeit for the goths!"
was he just kidding?
Work involves supervising and, as required, participating
in the de-earing of baby rabbits and other furry
creatures. Would you object to this?

Please may I have an application for the position
of field nigger.

Plaque buildup is considered grounds for dismissal.

Have you door to doored your pride speaking in ancient
Gaelic in order to better understand Hart Crane’s
“ The Bridge’ ’?

Can you answer truthfully, will you answer truthfully,
do you know what the truth is and, if so, can you
manipulate it?

Can you give yourself an enema and will you administer
one to those who can’t?

Standing in the diffused governmental sunlight, pounding
the wood grain desk top screaming, YES, YES, YES to
everything, YES-

Do you mind rubbing shoulders with lepers?

Yes, I have twenty years experience managing a trout farm!

Do you know what a geek is, and if so, do you know
what to do with one, can you count without using
your fingers?

Yes, I can work twelve hours straight without going to the
bathroom!

Do you have five ygars experience in the editing of
religious tracts, how do manuals, undergarment
flyers, and execution guides, and if so, why?

Yes, I can talk a gopher out of its hole and convince.it
to use rapid transit!

Can you speak with a brogue or an electric socket
or an electrolux floor waxer?

Yes, I can recite the alphabet backwards five times in
one minute without mistake!

DRINKERS NEED NOT APPLY or anyone over 5 foot 2 or
possessing more than thirteen hundred and seventy
eight freckles (two or more birthmarks okay).

Yes, I will bathe regularly and take the blade to the
chin and rub the stick under the arm!

TIRED OF YOUR OLD JOB? TOUGH, CAUSE THIS JOB’S WORSE
At the completion of the examination process you have
the option of feeding your examination papers into
the paper shredder or asking for a loaded revolver
Can you make the most of the least and the least of the most
and the least of the least and the most of the most
and anywhere in between?
Benefits include: permanent appointment, paid vacation,
sick leave, paid health insurance, dental plan,
paid life insurance, social security, liberal
retirement plan, a lifetime subscription to
“People’ ’ magazine, a written guarantee that you will
not die from cancer, and a plot by a babbling brook.

And yes, yes, I ’m willing to give my very soul, if there
is such a thing, in dutiful service, in back wrenching
effort, in brain wracking torment!
Just give me the application, please, before my pen dries
and hope dies away and I seep between the cracks in
your finely polished floor.
The application please! Let me tell you where I ’ve been
and what I ’ve done. My whole life leading to this one
magic moment, this position, this occupation!
“ Field nigger? I ’ m sorry, that position has been filled.
But wait, we do have one opening. Perhaps you’d like to
apply for the position of assistant field nigger?"

Edible Landscapes
Plantings of Fruit-Bearing Trees & Shrubs
Unusual & Indigenous Herbs & Berries
Complete Landscape Services

224-9512

Buy now, Eat later

Carolyn Forche’s first book, Gathering the Tribe, was published as part
of the Yale Younger Poets Series in 1976. She has subsequently been
awarded many honors, including Guggenheim and NEA fellowships. The
Country Between Us, her second book of poems, has just been pub
lished by Harper and Row. The preceding article appeared previously in
the American Poetry Review.

Concerned People
I he El Salvador Initiative Coalition is a Portland-based group of people
* concerned about U.S. involvement in El Salvador. The Coalition mem
bership includes representatives from the Catholic Church, unions, com
munity organizations, student groups and concerned individuals. The
Coalition is petitioning to put an initiative on the November ballot for
Multnomah County which would demand a halt to all m ilitary aid to El
Salvador. There w ill be a kick-off rally at 10 a.m., April 10, at O’Bryant
Square (SW 9th and Washington). The rally w ill be followed in the eve-
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into a spacious double bed with a
designer print cover. $125. Other sizes available.
We also feature English Cotton flannel sheets,
rice paper shades and tatami mats.

Northwest Futon Co.
Unique Oriental Gifts and Furnishings
3159 Southeast Belmont. Portland. Oregon 97214 503-238-0936
Hours: 11 to 6, Mon.-Wed.; 11 to 7, Thurs.; 11 to 6. Fri.; 11 to 5. Sat.
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The Portland State University
Film Committee Presents:

Fridays and Saturdays

The Films of
WIM WENDERS
and

W HERE THE STARS COME OUT
Mexican
Live
*
C uisine . E n te rta in m e n t

April 9 THE AMERICAN FRIEND
Wenders' enormously successful thriller. Den
nis Hopper with an appearance by Ray.

58 S.W. 2nd
2 2 4 —0 4 2 7

April 10 I’M A STRANGER
HERE MYSELF
David Helpern Jr. directed this fine documen
tary about the rebellious and controversial career
of Nicholas Ray.
followed by:

C o n fid e n tia ls w /A n d y J u st
n-13 L eg en d ary Blues B a n d

A p r i l 9 & IO
*

( f o r m e r ly M u d d y W a te rs B a n d )

Les Clams
i i G regg T rip p
1 4 B illy R an ch er

id & 17

id &

*

April 23 ALICE IN THE CITIES

La Bamba Laugh N ite
The R esults
H e s te r S t. Q u a rte t

Wim Wenders wrote ’and directed this story of
an abandoned 9-year-old girl who is helped by a
journalist in a search for her mother.

April 24 THEY LIVE BY NIGHT
Nicholas Ray’s first film is the story of a young
man who attempts to make a break from his
association with hardened convicts by settling
down with a girl who shelters him from the police.
followed by:

ALICE IN THE CITIES
April 30 JOHNNY GUITAR

*

(Y id d is h M u sic )

This famous Ray film was a strong influence on
the French New Wave. It stars Joan Crawford as a
saloon-keeper who faces hostility when she ar
rives in a Western town.

May 7 PARTY GIRL (tentative)

11 & 13

B - S i d e S fr o m V a n c o u v e r, B .C .

■4 & i s

C o n fid e n tia ls
Cowboys

n -1 3

Wenders and Ray collaborated on this revolu
tionary film , which chronicles the last days in the
life of Ray, who has since died of cancer.
’ This evening only there will be a second show at
9:15 p.m.

LIGHTNING OVER WATER

and th e

H u ShOOZ

7 & s
9

April 16 LIGHTNING OVER
WATER, NW Premiere

Ray's dramatic, brawling tale of life on the
rodeo circuit, starring Robert Mitchum.
followed by:

is E ccentric & C o n fid e n tia ls
M ay 5

NORTHWEST PREMIERE

■nnmnniininiiiiinniiauniiiiiiiiuuniiiiuuiHUiniHHi

April 77 THE LUSTY MEN

U n r e a l Gods

30 & M ay I

THE AMERICAN FRIEND

Another achievement in directorial innovation,
this Ray film w ill be shown if available.
followed by:

JOHNNY GUITAR
May 7 IN A LONELY PLACE
Humphrey Bogart excels in this Ray film of a
Hollywood writer accused of murder.

w

May 8 BITTER VICTORY
Ray pits Richard Burton against Curt Jurgens
for the love of Ruth Roman, amidst a raid against
Rommel's African spy headquarters.

May 14, 15 WRONG MOVE
Wenders' adaptation of Goethe's tale of a writer
who wanders across Germany with four compan
ions whom he meets as he goes.

O P E N B 4 h rs . M ~F

May 21, 22 KINGS OF THE ROAD

m id n ite -2 p ,m S a -S u n

market

Wenders’ present-day story of a young man
who flees a bad marriage to wander the West Ger
man hinterlands with a companion he has met.
One of the director's best.
followed by two short films by Wenders

New Lunch 0 Dinner Menu
Special Omelettes, Tacos
Special Burgers, Pasta

club

ALABAMA: 2000 LIGHT YEARS
and
SAME PLAYER SHOOTS AGAIN

.99 2egg Breakfast 6a.m.- 10a.m.

2 4 t h &S.E. BELMONT
First features start at 7:30 p.m.

Boss’s Bar-B-Q & Delicatessen
1 4 3 8 N.E. A lberta
W ed.-Su n. 11 a.m . - 9 p.m .

S.W. SECOND AT STARK
PORTLAND, OREGON

Put a little soul in your roll.
Barbecue ribs
Easter breadbasket & dinner rolls
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75 LINCOLN HALL
PSU CAMPUS
S.W. PARK & MARKET
ADMISSION: $1.50 (gen.)
Free to PSU students
with a valid LD. card
Phone 229-4454 or 229-4452
for more information

Float on by . . .

.. 1891 ..

Visit our Victorian store filled with
delightful discoveries.

Life Environments
•
•
•
•
•
•

232-5069

Unusual Cards & Stationery
Designer Jewelry
Gourmet Coffee & Teas
Decorator Baskets
Exotic Plants
Exciting Gifts

The Knotting Chamber

232-1043

• The largest variety o f quality knitting & weaving yarns you ’ve ever seen!
. . . including our spring collection o f cotton, silk & linen yarns
• Designer Patterns

Hours: Mon.-Sat. llam-7pm; Sun. l-6pm
3257 S.E. Hawthorne Blvd.
Portland, OR 97214

!■....Mexican Restaurant

x

Now open 24 hours
Thursday thru Sunday
Full M enu
B reakfast Specials,
4 3 4 3 SE Hawthorne Street

DeNicolas'
Restaurants
M rs. D eNicola and her fam ily invite you to the DeNicolas'
R estaurants. The D eNicolas prepare each entree w ith fine in
gredients. . .from recipes they brought w ith them from Italy.
They serve the kind of Italian food you've been looking for.

D EN ICOLAS'

D EN ICOLAS' W EST

234-2600
3520 SE P OWELL

638-8428
18791 SW M ARTINAZZI
T UALATIN
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hen last stateside,
Marjorie had hur
riedly flow n home
to be with her
critically injured'
Too thin and fo u r 2m1o-nyethasr -porledg nsaonnt,.
friends fattened her up, treasured a
few moments together and warned
her o f the dangers o f giving birth out
side the antiseptic West. A fter at
tempting to assuage their fears, mega
vitamins in hand, she returned to her
home in Kathmandu, her “new fro n 
tier.” Marjorie’s last work in the
CSQ was “Smoking Chandu” in the
Spring, 1981, issue.

W

always come from the same caste of
Narwari, the artisans of the valley.
They are chosen by which girl shows
the least fear when taken into a dun
geon and scared by masked demons,
and a severed buffalo head that
speaks!
The reason she exists is a lustful
former old-time king longed for a
pre-pubescent girl child for love
making. She died and the king was so
shamed and grieved that he made the
Living Goddess a symbol of purity of
young girls. Though to this day
8-year-olds are married in Nepal. My
maid married at twelve! Her husband
is the same age. Thank small favors.
The Kumari’s
feet must never
touch the ground.
She is borne
throughout the street in
the chariot
with an umbrella on top.
She is wear
ing a lot of gold.
The crowd of men
who worship her have visible
erections.

and tikas in place. Beautiful.
Yes, the people are religious, but
it’s celebrated in such a happy way.
All festivals, all enactments to do
with the crops, the demons who bring
disease, romance, the usual, are in
cluded, but the religion is one of
laughter. There is even a day to wor
ship yourself! It’s complete. I’m not
speaking of Hinduism per se, but the
unique-in-the-world mixture of Bud
dhism and Hinduism that works.
Here, a temple may as well be a
playground. The children ride the
sacred cows of stone, guarding the
god who uses it as a vehicle. At night
in the old city, the main downtown

LETTERS FROM

NEPAL
By Marjorie

A mysterious phenomenon oc
curred in a village near here, called
Patan. There lives a Kumari who is 29
years old and has not bled yet!
Imagine? There is a legend that one
Kumari lived to be thirty-two and
died never having bled.

Pashupati
Nashpati
The sun is beautiful today. I should
be out in it, but will get to before it
goes down. The barnyard scene be
fore me is restive. The women are
squatted backs to the sun, braided
uncut hair woven with bright red rib
bons. The two cocks are black. The
cows soft brown, earth colors. Hay, a
little green. The air is not free enough
of clouds to reveal the mountains.
I just spied pale pink blossoms on
the tree I thought was bare. Am I
really seeing that? It’s only the begin
ning of February. Yes, it’s true. I
went downstairs to check. Good.
Omens of hope. The tree bears a win
ter fruit called nashpati. It’s like a
winter pear.
I have just returned from the
garden with Tommy, transplanting
flowers into pots for the house. We
have quite a collection now. The light
is almost gone, and I wanted to take
advantage of the little left to finish
this letter since there is no electricity
now. Whole families are walking to
their homes in colorful clumps. Tampoos zoom past. The cows are coming
home to their small shelters. The
valley is sweet, the people naturally
good-natured.
Flutes play frequently and beauti
fully. They are cheap and every boy
learns how to play well. They are
made of bamboo. The children all
sing in strong voices, in that odd
Oriental sing-song tone. They have
just serenaded my house and I gave
out apples. I just do whatever comes
to mind or hand. They always giggle
no matter what I do. We have fun
with the children here. They are
friendly, happy, and bright. I know
street kids who speak a bit of all the
European languages, and a smatter
ing of Japanese, Hindi and English is
spoken widely and well.

The Living Goddess
I have an excellent photograph of
“ the Living Goddess,” Kumari, who
is five years old. She lives in a palace
downtown, as have 400 years of girls
before her, until she bleeds. This
blood can even be from the loss of a
tooth. Often it is the menstrual blood
which displaces her from her goddess
class, so they are usually very young.
The Kathmandu Kumari now is six,
the same as the Baktapor one. They
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A full band is marching past the
house. I hear a predominant trumpet,
cymbals, bells, drums, flutes. Cars
honking to get by the procession. It’s
petering out, it’s out of sync. It’s a
Hindu marriage. They carry lanterns.
The trunk of the taxi, carrying the
bridal couple, is open, displaying the
booty. Demure, she is never to raise
her eyes, for about three days. She is
loaded with genuine gold ornaments,
flowers, make-up. The groom indul
ges in make-up himself.
Also, the lepers that travel have ar
rived from the south. They have a
mate they push in a wood cart affair.
The more diseased friend is carried in
a crude chaise lounge, made of wood,
with wheels. The new moon of this
month will bring Shivarati, the festi
val of Shiva babas converging on
Pashupati, where the baby was laid to
rest.
So the halt and the lame, those who
worship Shiva, are descending upon
Kathmandu. I saw some yesterday,
all dressed in red and orange. Their
uncut hair in a top-knot, with staff,
and plastic shoes that turn up at the
toe. They range in age from very
young to old, old men. All men, I
think. (Though women are in many
cults also. Buddhist monks have fe
males. Some other orange-turbaned
sect has women.) Here comes the sec
ond wedding parade since I ’ve gotten
up. I hear the distant trumpet. This is
marriage month. Their year is 2037,
the month Marg.

Puja Day
The last three days have been de
voted to animals. First it’s crow puja
day, the dog puja, which was yester-.
day. The maid came in in the morning
while we were still sleeping. Neatly ar
ranged on a plate were a sugar mix
ture, red puja powder, and a slice of
bread. Oh! and the marigold necklace
she wove for the dogs. They all get
this offering. She mixed the sugar
paste and puja powder together, put a
tika on the dog’s forehead, then tied
the necklace of yellow flowers in
place.
Really looked fantastic to see! All
the neighborhood dogs all dolled up.
One Afghan hound across the street
looked hilarious with his necklace
hanging recklessly around his neck,
and today is cow puja day. They now
are all going around with flowers on

biggest temple turns into a moo-moo
stand. It is a sort of Nepali ravioli.
Cheap, hard on the guts, filled with
spices and buff mince. Taxis line up
and order through their windows like
at a drive-in, but it’s so different any
way. During the day, souvenirs are
displayed on the temples, fruits and
vegetables sold from them, at night
the moo-moos and the homeless
sleepers are there.

Sati
Remember the story I told you
about the monkey that died in a pray
ing position in front of the Hanaman
temple, the monkey temple. He was
given a full Hindu funeral pyre. Then
the other day in the Indian press, a
woman was bitten by a snake, a
cobra, and died. They took the snake
and secured it in a cage to constrict it,
because they cannot kill it. The snake
escaped, and as the body of the
woman was burning on its pyre, the
snake committed sati, by throwing it-

self off a ledge into the pyre. Just as
the women used to do when their hus
bands died, before the British made
them cool it.
It’s becoming popular again.
Strange. A 16-year-old widow just
committed sati in India. She dressed
in ceremonial robes, covered herself
in ashes, walked through the streets
chanting and ritualistically gave her
self to the fire’s consummation.
Did I mention the lama who let his
rabid dog go karmically on its froth
ing way to bite seven children?
Magic land,
scary land,
Shangri-

tian missionaries. It’s more my style.
Even in the darkest regions of my im
agination, I am not a Christian, for I
have been put to the test. What with
death fresh in my life, no, it truly
does not exist in me. I would pros
trate myself to the rising sun at any
time without shame. But being a little
shy, I proportion my signal to my
surroundings.

My Son’s Death
In July of 1980, my little son died,
and the day before he
looked just
like

was pregnant, I was terrified of sur
gery here. Still I’ve got to hand it to
the female doctor whose knife I went
under, a young Nepali. I could see,
talk, move, all while my body was
opened up. Only a little curtain sepa
rated my belly from my sight. I
watched her work over me, and she,
looking over her aqua mask, Oriental
eyes penetrating mine, said, “ Do not
expect your baby to be alive... ” You
can guess at the joy shared by all in
attendance, at the sound of his feeble
cry!
I didn’t know how close to dying I
was myself at the time. I felt calm, kept
a civil tongue, talked, watched the

his teency body. A flea was on it. No
diaper, cord tied with a shoe string.
Looked just like his father.
Now I realize I was crazy then; a
mother cannot be parted that long
from her newborn. I hobbled to a taxi
with Tommy and the baby. We saw
the baby begin to fade the late after
noon of his sixth day. The rains
began and I saw a rainbow, but it
held little hope.
Tommy ran for a doctor and a taxi.
We slipped away in the taxi wildly
driving and honking to the hospital.
They behaved caustically with no
equipment, bumping into each other.
They couldn’t find a small enough

We climbed steep paths in the hills,
where Tommy began to dig his grave with
an umbrella. It broke and he tossed it
away and used his hands,
weeping. We laid the little
carcass in the hole and said
our farewells.
needle or oxygen mask to fit his little
face. He was purple. I was bleeding
down my legs and my nose ran. I ad
ministered m outh-to-m outh until
they threw my shawl over his face.
We then got another taxi. I carried
him as if he were alive to my breast
and told the driver to take us to
Pashupati, the oldest Shiva temple in
the world.
It was raining too hard to burn his
body. We climbed steep paths in the
hills, where Tommy began to dig his
grave with an umbrella. It broke and
he tossed it away and used his hands,
weeping. We laid the little carcass in
the hole and said our farewells. There
was mica in the sandy soil and we
shone from it. I had it in my teeth for
hours.
We walked back across the holy
Bagmati River, stopped for hot
sweetened buffalo milk, and went
home empty.

Street Theater

La, bacteria. Goiters and albinos,
that’s what their weak genes produce
frequently. There is a folk tale about
a woman who came to the capital and
was very poor. She slept the night in a
temple and put her only crust of
bread under her head. A demon came
and admired her goiters. He took
them from her neck and placed them
on his own. He left gold in place of
the crust of bread. In the morning she
was joyful to find herself free of the
ugly goiters and rich as well. She went
home to her village and told her
story.
Another woman with three goiters
went to the same temple in hopes this
would happen to her. Instead, the
demon had become enraged with
them. So he gave this woman two
more, and took her crust of bread.
She awoke to have the burden of five
goiters and no food! It’s the lack of
iodine here, no shellfish, no iodized
salt.
I am so pleased the folks around
these parts didn’t take to the Chris

Drawing by Henk Pander

a shriveled old man. I guess that’s
what they call “ the death m ask,” all
darkened around the eyes, hairless,
toothless, temples sunken in, almost
peaceful. Totally relaxed, he was a
beauty. His balls almost as big as his
little thighs.
Before the birth, I wandered be
tween filthy doctors’ offices more
confused each time, with cross opin
ions. Some said it ws too small, some
said big, all were rough, even wicked.
Finally it was settled for me when I
began to bleed, and we went off to
the hospital which smelled like a toi
let. Nurses in dirty white saris, dirty
Kotexes in the squatter cans, they in
formed me they would remove him by
Caesarean style.
I helplessly was carried in a plastic
sling from one building to another,
the hot monsoon sun staring at me,
and all the faces, where they curled
me up in the fetal position and shot
me up. I had to be awake because I
wasn’t breathing easily.
Even before I had told Tommy I

clock. To my left a masked female
held my hand and sent charges of
kindness through her touch. Love
kindles life. I felt loved in that oper
ating theater. . . .
The mosquitoes attacked me after
ward. Tommy had to fan me contin
ually. When I was in delirium, I
pulled the transfusion of blood from
the bottle. Tommy nipped the tube
before air could enter. The room was
hot and stuffy, holes in the screen
stuffed with dirty cotton. They never
cleaned the blood up for over twelve
hours. It fed the insects.
Tommy searched the hospital for a
mosquito net. I woke up in it and
thought I had surely died. He literally
saved my life over and over. I was left
unattended, as is the custom here.
Relatives watch the sick person.
They didn’t let me hold my baby
for four days. I think he was starving.
When I got him on the fourth day, I
ran away with him. They handed him
to me in a lavendar, piss-damp quilt.
An oversized stained shirt hung off

The farmer next door is throwing a
temper tantrum. He is screaming in a
dramatic crying sound they make. It’s
always a treat for me to watch. They
really get into a passion, like we have
not often witnessed in our own
culture.
Definitely the very best theater I
have ever seen has been out of doors
here in Pashupati. I saw a sadhu, call
ing Rama under the sun in the backdrop of a pipal tree, the sacred tree
that Buddha became enlightened
under. He ranted and raved and
whipped his strips of colored cloth
around like a butterfly. He beat his
breast and wept. He showed the bot
tom of his foot to a leper. The leper
was young — an intelligent Englishspeaking wanderer, a holy man, too
— but the leper had taken the chillum
pipe without changing the cloth called
a sofie. That is the law of lepers. They
must use their separate utensils for
anything to do with contact, or
hygiene.
He was guilty, and the elder sadhu,
the healthy one, threatened the leper
with the wrath of Rama. The leper
sang his way back into the heart of
the sadhu. It was somewhat like an
opera. We sat stunned, and took it all
in. Magic land with traffic jams, the
clash of the old world and the new, is
Oriental in pitch, off-key to a West
ern ear.

The Vanishing World
Did I tell you about the billy goat
that hangs around the downtown bus
stop? His face is blackened; he’s an
exhaust junkie! He waits around for a
nice black exhaust pipe to stick his
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nose up, inhales the diesel smoke,
curls his lip back comically, like a
camel. Or the monkeys feeding the
dogs? I’ve watched from across the
street as the monkeys sneak stealthily
up on the goods. The shopkeeper
wages an all-day defense. He picks up
a stone with his toes so the monkey
doesn’t see him stoop for a weapon.
Two monkeys hit the joint, one
diverting the attention of the boy by
jeering, the other scooping up all he
can carry. Ordinarily the monkeys
win this game, though they are scared
from their exploits.
Ah, this world, the one that’s slip
ping away, what I refer to as the “ old
world.” I cherish it, I watch it like a
hawk. I am recording it through my

eyes for the young ones who will
never see it. I’m collecting tales which
they will think are fairy tales. They go
before me in rushes, wherein some
times I am carried back into time,
centuries, so I have the honor of
looking backwards into time, and
sometimes even, forward.
I will perhaps live in Asia as long as
I can find a place to be accepted. If
the yellow people go berserk, the for
eign dog will perish. The Orient for
me is my life. It’s my home. I am
comfortable here. My skin is olive,
and perhaps I have migrated back
closer to the equator, to where some
one of my chrom osom es has
wrangled its way nearer the source.

GANESH IMPORTS !
fin e h a n d m a d e g o o d s fro m a ll o v e r th e w o rld

M€TROC/lf€
•2 5 2 4 S.C CLINTONTHURS.-MON. 5:30-11:30

ENTREES
Lam b CurTV -a spicy blend

Feta S dlad' tossed greens,
of vegetables anti lamb served on
vegetables a n d -feta cheese drizzldd w ith a greek vinaigrette.
nee -with coconut,raisins peanuts
3 25
5 5 0 Soup du J o u r- soups
r i 9
Honey Glazed Chickenchanging w ith w h im a n d
season, served w ith bread cup 75
Yz chicken served chilled w ith a
vegetable salad and french bread, i f 5
bow l 1.50
_
Chili Reilenos Pie • green
Scallops Provencale-fresh scullops poached in an
chilies layered in rich egg and
herbed blend of tom ato, s h a llo t.
cheese custard, topped with salsa
garlic and white wine served on
and sour cream a n d served with
vice w ith a vegetable salad.
5 7 5 $ vegetable salad.
Beef fourguiqnonne-Bttf,
Seafood Vol au Vent-sca/tops,
mushroomspfnd Onions stewed,
shrimp a n d crab in a m o rn a y
in a rich burgundy wine and beef
broth topped with a p a s try n d
395
575DESSERTS
Paris Chocolate Cakc-

Chocolate Mousse Cake-

216 NW EOuEN
sp e cia lizin g in:
nepalese c lo th in g and h a n d ic ra fts
tib e ta n je w e lry and g ifts
Ind ian e m b ro id e rie s and p rin ts
yak w o o l ja c k e ts , vests and bags

a rich, dense blend of Belgian
chocolate meringues Layered
175 bittersweet chocolate, chopped
w ith rich choanate mbusse.
almonds and golden raisins
Creme C aram el-a lig h t
plumped in brandy
ZZ5
egg c u s ta rd poached in a
1.25 A pple P it- the tra d itio n a l
caram el-U ned m old.
blend o f apples, bro w n sugar,
P ro fite ro le - a p a s try p u f f
cin n a m o n a n d n u tm e g in a
1.50
-filled w ith vanilla ice cream
lig h t , -fla k y c r u s t.
a n a served w ith o u r w a rm
/
E
irs
o
chocolate
cla
chocolate sauce.
a chocolate -dipped p u ff p a s try
R hubarbP iC - a ^ n g y
shell fille d with French van illa
com bination o f rhu ba rb a n d
p a s try cream a n d topped w ith
!Z 5
orange juice in a buttery pie
'whip cream
p a s try .
3?

U ta mode

contin u o u s clearance sales
to m ake ro o m fo r new shipm ents

h

a

i r
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t

!
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n

g

w h e re your consultation is the focus for your haircut

new a rriva ls include:
Ind on esia n b a tik c lo th in g
h a lte r-to p s
a fg h a n is ta n blouses
g u a te m a la n gauchos, vests 8. b ik in is
e x c e p tio n a l cards and c o lle c tib le s

^M iriam's

I \ \ A
%

> W ’

617 SE M o rris o n , P o rtla n d , O R 97214 ( 5 0 3 ) 234-614 9

Pasta, Pasta and more Pasta!
n e p a le se sca rve s

ha re m p a n ts

to p s

T ORTELLINI, G N O C C H I , R AVIOLI
S PAGHETTI , L ASAGNA
FRESH & FRESH FROZEN
FROM

P ORTLAND ' S O R IG IN A L ITALIAN
D ELI & I M PORT FOODS

GROCERY

ra ja s ta n i bags

224 6553
■ESSKSSS9SKS
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“A MUST-SEE FOR SERIOUS FILMGOERS...
The feelings Fassbinder expresses in ‘Lili Marleen’ are sweeter
and more compassionate than any he has expressed before...
A SURPRISINGLY JUICY ENTERTAINMENT.” -A n d r e w Sarris, Village Voice
A remarkably funny movie, don’t miss it.” -s te p h e n s ^ e t e r , us Magazine
a
ACONTINUALLYAMAZING SPECTACLE...a more audacious film
than ‘Maria Braun’
- J . Hoberman, Village Voice

“Diane Keaton and Albert Finney
give the kind of performances that
in the theatre become legendary.
P auline K ael,
THE NEW YORKER MAGAZINE

SHGDT
THE
MGDN

OF
HEAVEN
Ordinary People”

whose life
is it anyway?
THE MURDER OF THE CENTURY...
THE SCANDAL OF THE CENTURY...
THE LOVE AFFAIR OF THE CENTURY...

.. J

AND THE CENTURY WAS JUST BEGINNING.

IheHvndl

A new film by Rainer Werner Fassbinder
starring Giancarlo Giannini & Hanna Schygulla

Y O U R C L IN T O N S T
SCHEDULE
(The nature o f the business sometimes necessitates changes in the schedule,
so please check the daily paper or give us a call before coming.)

O n ly $ 1.50
April 7-13
Meryl Streep & Jeremy Irons
French Lieutenant’s Woman
Trevor Howard, Vanessa Redgrave,
John Gielgud in Tony Richardson’s
Charge of the Light Brigade

9:15
7:00

April 14-20
Richard Dreyfuss & John Cassavetes
Whose Life Is It Anyway?
Academy Award Winner
Best Boy

8:55
7:00

April 21-27
James Cagney, Elizabeth McGovern,
Howard Rollins & Mary Steenburgen
Ragtime

rd knows we'v e run enough expensive demograph ic studies, b u t t o be p e r f e c t ly honest w e can't
Lomdistinguished
ake heads or tails o u t o f th e m one th in g w e do know is t h a t f o u r tim es a year w e ta k e our semi
journal o f humor, commentary, fiction, political analysis and eyeball snagging
graphics o ff to the printer and w ithin days there aren’t any of them le ft in our humming
distribution center, tne stamps are all gone, and we begin getting rude phone calls in the night,
some from as far away as Borneo and Missoula. Montana!

6:45 & 9:30

April 28 - May 4
Albert Finney & Diane Keaton
Shoot the Moon
Mary Tyler Moore & Donald Sutherland
Ordinary People

W HAT SORT OF PEOPLE READ
CLINTON STREET QUARTERLY?

9:15
7:00

So if you can't afford to spend your valuable tim e standing around on street corners four times
a year, but you want to be up on what's what and all that, try subscribing to the CSO Four
issues, five bucks To make the offer even more tantalizing, we'll throw in fives passes to the
Clinton Street Theater How's th a t sound?
Not bad, I suppose, you hyperbolic devil Enclosed is m y S5 00 fo r 4 issues o f th e CSO and 5 passes
to th e Clinton s tre e t Theater
Name _
Address
C ity ___

May 5-11
The Portland Premiere
Hanna Schygulla & Giancarlo Giannini
in Rainier Fassbinder’s
Lili Marleen

6:45 & 9:15

May 12-18
Heartland
Brooke Adam s & Richard Gere
Days of Heaven

S tate

zipparoo

Man to: CSO, 2522 S.E. Clinton, Portland. OR 97202

6:45 & 10:10

CLINTON ST
QUARTERLY

8:30
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When the crop is in, the game begins

/PAYDIRT
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A Penny Allen Film

Based on a true story
starring

LOLA DESMOND, ERIC SILVERSTEIN
Director of Photography ERIC EDWARDS A SSOCK
Music By JONATHAN NEWTON Written, Directed&Pi
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